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	1. Overture

A Place To Call Home

**Before starting this story, there are some things I need to make clear.**

**First of all, this story takes place in Paris, France, in 1889, long after the Vikings perished, but the dragons exist alongside humans as pets, companions and beasts. However, all the HTTYD cast will appear in this story, just that their appearance and roles will be different in order to fit the date.**

**Second, this will be a combination of both the Phantom of the Opera and A Monster in Paris, with HTTYD characters and dragons, but there will be no dragonxhuman shipping (for obvious reasons) but there will eventually be a love triangle between Astrid, Hiccup and Dagur. **

**And Third, in this story, dragons are actually capable of speech, but all dragons, like animals, have a very strict law that forbids them from speaking with humans, instead doing their trademark growls, croons and noises. The main dragons in this story will eventually speak to the main characters, however. **

**Toothless and the other dragons will appear occasionally (Toothless, obviously, is gong to appear the most because he is Hiccup's dragon and best friend) but the main dragons are my recently created OCs in deviantart. The Poisonous Whiptail species belongs to Clairctures, another deviantart artist, to whom I asked for permission to use the Poisonous Whiptail in this story. **

**Well, now, on with the story.**

* * *

><p>Overture<p>

**Paris, France, 1885.**

**Ronaldi Carnival just outside the outskirts of the city.**

The lights of the carnival illuminated the night sky, adorning the surroundings with colors of yellow, pink and blue, with fireworks concluding the light spectacle with explosions of bright and vivid colors in shapes of stars, circus balls and animals. Children ran around the carnival, buying cotton candy, popcorn and sodas, as well as urging their parents to take them to see the gypsies performing amazing or near-impossible stunts, like contortionists or fire-eaters. The adults themselves didn't really enjoy themselves as much as their sons and daughters did; they considered themselves to be much more mature, and too old to be playing around silly fair games. The only reason they were there in the first place was to please their children, who had either gotten good grades in school and were being rewarded for all their effort, or were simply passing time with their families.

But the carnival, like everything, had dark secrets and a sinister side.

In a part of the carnival where only the music was heard, and the lights didn't give it's colorful display. That part was mainly filled with large, animal cages, but it was not occupied by lions or tigers, but by larger, much more sentient being.

Dragons.

But these dragons were not normal. These dragons, composed mainly of Deadly Nadders, Thunderdrums, a few Monstrous Nightmares, and some Hideous Zipplebacks, among others, were considered by mankind and the rest of the dragon race a like as phenomena. Some lacked a member of their body, others were so disfigured that it was hard to differ its species, others had legs replaced by thick wooden boards.

Dragon Freaks, they were called.

They were looking up to the sky, yearning for freedom, for kindness, but no one would give them that. Their 'owners' made sure of that. Every now and then, a group of teens and adults was taken to a tour through the cages, and flinched and made faces of disgust as soon as their eyes met the dragons' deformities, no matter how small it was. Some of them even threw stones at them in order to make them angry, but if any of the dragons attempted to defend themselves the gypsies would beat them into submission both as punishment and to remind them of 'their place'.

Escaping attempts were common, but they commonly failed, and the dragons responsible of the escape attempt were 'put down', or sold for their trouble. Eventually, the attempts diminished when the dragons started concluding they were destined to sit in their cages to be humiliated and scorned by humans. The youngest ones broke into tears every time rocks were thrown at them, and the oldest ones silently lamented to have come to the carnival in their youth in search for haven. If only they had known that place was worse than Hell itself they would have rather starved to death.

That particular night, when one of the gypsies was patrolling the cages to make sure the dragons were all inside, a low growl that would have given a Red Death shivers escaped the throat from one of the captives…

A middle-aged gypsy counted the gold coins upon his desk, accommodating them into piles, which already occupied most of the desk. He was a large, muscular man with a long black, puffy beard and greasy hair. He wore a thick dark brown leather coat over a white shirt, and had a belt-like long piece of cloth around his waist. His navy blue pants trailed along the floor slightly, so it was long-dirtied with mud, but its owner didn't seem to care. He was in a pretty good mood. He had earned lots of money from the visits of these brats, especially from the dragon abominations. His collection was known to be one of the largest, most impressive and most grotesque. Everytime he added a new 'freak' to his collection, he always made a large profit, exposing it as a 'New freak', usually gaining much more money. His current star attraction was an albino Night fury, still a hatchling, but when it grew up he would have loads and loads of gold raining upon him to no end, and he and his clan would live on the lap of luxury-

"Alvin!"

The gypsy whose name was Alvin was brought back from his daydreaming by a shout coming from one of his men. Tightening his fist and punching the desk 'gingerly'- which meant almost parting it in half, making some of the piles of coins plummet to the ground- Alvin got up from his seat and shot a death glare to the man who had just run into his tent.

"This better be good, Savage!" hissed Alvin. "You know I don't like being interrupted when counting my money!"

Savage gulped. He knew very well that the greedy, large gypsy in front of him disliked being interrupted, but this _was _important. "We had a… problem in the cages."

"That's all? You come and interrupt me just for another escape attempt?! You know what to do! Just kill the dragon who started it!"

"Well, that's the problem, sire." Savage gulped one more time. "He kind of… got away."

"WHAT?!" the roar Alvin gave made all the piles of gold in his desk to fall to the ground, but he didn't mind right then. "You fool! How did you let it get away!"

"That's not all. He…" This time, Savage covered his face with his arms in expectation of what would happen next. "Released all the others."

Five seconds didn't last before Savage was knocked to the ground by a powerful punch from the mighty gypsy. Alvin furiously ran towards the cages, wanting to see with his own eyes if what he had been told was true. When he got to the cage area of the place, a multitude of the clan's members were already there, watching in horror the atrocity that lay before their eyes. The head of the clan made his way through the clan, harshly pushing them out of his way, reminding them who was in charge.

What he saw no only made him even angrier than before, but _almost_ made him sick.

The cages, every last of them were, indeed, empty. His precious collection, the one which had taken him, years, no, _decades_ to obtain, was gone. But that was not that impacted him. In front of one of the cages, there were the signs that a fight had taken place. There were claw marks on the ground, and footsteps, but the most grotesque thing on the place was a giant pool of blood drying upon the ground and the, with shreds of bone, skin and flesh splattering the nearby cages, and the head of the former guard lay in the middle of the bloody display, a look of horror upon his face, as if the Devil itself had been the one responsible for this.

"Who were the bastards responsible for this?!" Alvin screamed, making everyone around him tremble and cower in fear. "ANSWER ME OR I WILL HAVE YOUR HEADS FOR YOUR INCOMPETENCE!"

"The Poisonous Whiptail!" replied an obese man with a traditional gypsy outfit.

Alvin nearly spat. "The… Poisonous Whiptail… Nighthawk?"

"Yes! I saw everything!" another, much more older gypsy said. "Hover had gone into the cage to punish him, but the bastard dragon attacked and shredded him to pieces! Then he shot the other cages open and released the rest of the dragons!"

"I understand there were other dragons sharing the cage with him, right?" Alvin hissed, calmly this time.

"Yes, sire! He shared the cage with a Monstrous Nightmare, a Skrill, a Changewing, a Terrible Terror and…" the old gypsy hesitated, but finally spoke. "… The Albino Night fury."

"Then what are you waiting for, you incompetent imbeciles! Fetch the bolas and nets, capture whatever escaped dragons you can, but do NOT let them get away or you'll feel my wrath!" Alvin screamed his orders, sending every gypsy present away to do their task.

He hated losing money, and to think a few minutes ago he was enjoying the thought of becoming rich with the White Fury.

* * *

><p>The streets of Paris were always near-empty at night, when superstitious citizens returned to their homes in fear of encountering the 'gargoyles' when they flew out every night to look for their meal. There were still a few carriages taking passengers to their mansions, the rich Parisians returning home from a party, or members of the Parisian Police Force riding their dragons- Monstrous Nightmares, Snaptrappers or Whispering Deaths- in patrol, or returning to the station.<p>

Four figures were soaring low through the city, one of the shades carrying a fifth, and another carrying an even smaller form in its claws. They avoided the police dragons, not wanting to cause an uproar which would sent the whole city after them with torches and rakes. They advanced through the shadows, avoided the moonlight and hid wherever a police officer would pass near of above them. The needed somewhere to hide, where they could escape from the cruelty of mankind. The other dragons would not accept them, that were for sure. After what felt an eternity of flying, the group descended into the darkness of an alley and landed to recover their breath. Little moonlight reached that alley, so they were safe from being discovered… for the time being.

When the moonlight finally found these shapes, the mere sight would have sent the Chief of the police force go home screaming like a baby.

A Poisonous Whiptail with violetish gray scales and white underbelly and jaw, along with moderate amaranth mane of spine-like hair and two long antennae, thick scales on the tip of his tail to serve as a defense mechanism and a pair of bull-like dark brown horns protunding from his head. His right front leg and left hind leg were replaced by thick wooden pecks, joined at his bone by iron rings, also meant to keep the pegs in place. Thick eyebrows of three long, hair-like scales were just above his toxic, emerald green eyes, with a dark tone of blackish purple underneath his visual orbs and a little white above his eyes and beneath his eyebrow.

A Monstrous Nightmare. His scales were moderate scarlet, his underbelly and jaw were a light, cakish yellow, and his back and the tip of his wings blended into a moderate crimson. Like the Poisonous Whiptail, one of his hind legs was missing. Unlike the Poisonous Whiptail, however, it seemed as if the peg was protunding directly from his bone, giving it a grotesque look. Covering his left eye was a long, greenish dark blue handkerchief to hide his missing eye, the gash left was not a pretty sight. A row of sharp teeth were visible from out of his mouth, pointing upwards from his lower jaw. His golden eye, his good eye at least, could pierce anyone into submission.

A Changewing. The most noticeable trait in him was that he lacked his left wing. _Completely_. But not by birth. It had been cut off, but he preferred not to remember it. In place of a wing there were signs that the wound had been sewn with needle and thread. One of his trademark long antennae, the left one as well. His eyes were a soft violet. Moderate amber scales made most of his hide, with light amberish gray underbelly and jaws, and dark amber rings running down his neck and body. His tail was colored orange, sewn into his rear.

A Terrible Terror, the smallest of the group, but rather big for a standard Terror. His scales were moderate chartreuse green, like a lemon, with a paler, light grayish shade on his underbelly and jaw. His back and spine were a moderate orange, and his short wings a dark wooden brown. His left eye was red, and his right eye was a watery blue, giving him a curious, and sometimes funny, look.

A Skrill. His scales were a moderate violet, a very pale violet underbelly and jaw, and horns as black as ebony, as black as coal; spines of the very same dark color were running down his back, His pale, light grayish Persian blue wings blended into moderate Persian blue and finally into dark Persian blue towards the tips. He had a great burn-like mark on the right side of his face, in the area around his eye and a little running up his head, and a little down into his lower lip. A few, sharp fangs stuck out of his moth downwards from his upper gums. His eyes were a brilliant tangelo.

The last member of the group was just a Night Fury hatchling, and the only female. She had pale white scales, contrasting with her brilliant amaranth eyes. She was the same size as the Terrible Terror, only slightly smaller.

All the dragons, minus the Night Fury, had deep scars across their backs and wings, a reminder of the time they spent under the Master's whip.

"Well, what now?" said the Monstrous Nightmare. "We escaped from that place, but where do we go?"

"We could go to the police." The Terrible Terror suggested, earning a snort in return.

"Oh, yeah? They'll put us in cages and send us to jail!"

"Why! We have done nothing wrong!"

"Look at us!" the Monstrous Nightmare hissed, stretching his wings, inviting the small dragon to look at his body. "What do you think they will do when monsters like us go into their police station and talk to them asking for sanctuary?!"

The Changewing with one wing joined the topic. "They'll put us in cages, do their nasty medical examinations, take us to a zoo and expose us in circuses so that everyone may laugh and look at us."

The Monstrous Nightmare shot him a glare with his only eye. "Thanks, Sherlock, pride of the federation!"

"He's actually right." Said the Skrill calmly. "Humans are not yet ready to accept the idea that a being distinct from them can understand them or even make itself understood."

"And even if we actually decided to speak to humans, who the heck would we talk to?" The Changewing added. "We don't precisely know the citizens of this place or if they can be trusted!"

The Skrill sighed to look at the Poisonous Whiptail. "What do you think, Nighthawk?"

Darkly, Nighthawk turned to look at them with a cold, serious expression. "Hey, I got us out of there." His voice was a chill as winter, his tone sharp and brittle as frosted glass. "You cannot always expect me to find a solution for everything." He gazed at the Skrill. "Any ideas, Voltaire?"

Voltaire shook his head. "Not really, Nighthawk. All I suggest is flying away as much as we can and pray Alvin doesn't find us again."

The Monstrous Nightmare snapped. "That's your solution for everything!"

The Skrill angrily turned to him. "Well, at least I'm suggesting something, One-Eye. Or do you have any better ideas?"

"Find someplace to hide and stay there! That's what we should do!"

"And you call _me_ a chicken?" The Terrible Terror snickered. "Hiding from your problems doesn't solve everything, you know."

"ENOUGH!" Nighthawk roared, not loud enough to be heard by the patrols, but loud enough to send the group into silence.

The Night Fury hatchling started wailing, startled by the Poisonous Whiptail's outburst. Voltaire gently covered her with his wing and spoke softly, soothingly at her. "There, there, it's alright…" he said. "Don't worry, I'm here."

"Why did you have to tag that brat along with us?" One-Eye hissed. "She'll get us caught!"

"Well, if Nighthawk hadn't yelled in the first place, he wouldn't have startled her."

Nighthawk ignored Voltaire and addressed at the Changewing. "Silk, what about you?"

"Going to the authorities or asking humans for help is out of the question. But I agree with One-Eye, we should hide for now."

One-Eye gave the Terrible Terror a victorious grin. "Ha."

"But where?" the Terrible Terror snapped. "It's not like there are many places to hide in this damn city!"

"Shack, would you mind lowering your tone?" Voltaire hissed softly., having accomplished his task of calming the Night fury down. "You'll startle Snowdrop."

"We could go to Notre Dame." One-Eye said. "The bell tower is very spacious and we could live there."

"We won't be safe there! Do you think the bells ring by them? The bell ringer or the friars go up there to ring the bells in the morning and evening!"

"Speaking of the hunchback of Notre dame…" Silk chuckled, but received a smack in his leg. "OUCH!" He glared at Poisonous Whiptail. "What was that for, Nighthawk?!"

"This is no time for jokes!" Nighthawk replied, baring his teeth. "If they find us, they'll kill us!"

"Kill us?" One-Eye repeated incredulously. "Alvin won't be that merciful."

"Now that I recall…" Voltaire narrowed his eyes, trying to remember what he had heard. "I once heard the humans that passed through our cages say that the… Paris Opera House, I think, was built above a subterranean lake and had secret passages and catacombs."

"Catacombs?" Shack hissed. "Dragons living underground? Have you lost your mind? In a few years we will have lost our wings!"

"For your information, it takes centuries of breeding , conditions and adapting for a creature to lose certain traits." Silk added up, making the Terrible Terror roll his eyes. Unlike the others, Silk could actually read human words; how he learned to do so, they did not know, the Changewing had never wanted to touch that topic. Sometimes, one of the gypsies, a young girl, would secretly take him books upon realizing that he could read. No matter what kind of book it was, Silk just loved to read, and he absorbed whatever information was on that book. "The least we could get is dull scales."

"Well, Mr. know-it-all, why don't you give us a whole lecture about adaptation?"

"That's enough, all of you!" Nighthawk snarled once more, making Snowdrop whimper and hide behind her 'father's' wing. Letting out a sigh of frustration in order to calm his nerves, Nighthawk set his eyes on the disfigured Skrill. "You say there are catacombs? And an underground lake?"

Voltaire nodded. "That's what they said, but I believe it was nothing more than a rumor. I think humans do not visit those tunnels because they are unexplored and dangerous. But I suppose there must be a way in, we just need to find it."

"We would have water and someplace to live away from Alvin and his carnival. " Silk pointed out. "Besides, if we manage to explore all of those secret passages, we might snatch up a little food. And sincerely, I've always wanted to see an opera with my own eyes."

"You actually want to hear that melodic screaming and yelling?" One-eye sighed in dismay. "I thought you were nuts, now I'm pretty sure you've lost your mind from all that reading."

"Well, it's someplace to start." Nighthawk said, calmly. "We should find our way there and see if these tunnels actually exist."

"Since we're on it, why don't we ask some Whispering Deaths to lend us some lanterns?" Shack rolled his eyes, commenting sarcastically, but a strong stepping on his tail on the Monstrous Nightmare's told him to remain silent.

Nighthawk gave One-Eye a thankful look before turning to Voltaire once more. "Do you know which way to go?"

* * *

><p>There it stood, the beautiful and majestic opera house, a treasure in its own right, just as Voltaire had heard the humans say. They gazed at the architectural masterpiece, their breath escaping their throats as grotesque stone humans and dragons alike stared back at them. Silk was lost in its wonder, but also felt a strange shiver run down his spine. Was it possible for buildings to have eyes? He knew it was a foolish notion, but still… it seemed almost as if it were staring back at him, searching his very soul.<p>

"Where do we get in?" Shack inquired as he stared at the grand doors leading into the Grand Hall, closed shut. "I suppose knocking the door is not an option."

"We could get in by the stables." Voltaire proposed. "It's big enough to hold various horses _and_ a few dragons at the same time. At least we'd have somewhere to spend the night while we figure out about the secret tunnels."

"Except that when the stable humans go in there and find deformed dragons sleeping in there they'll call the police." One-Eye grumbled. "Besides, I don't want to be hearing that screaming daily!"

"For the tenth time, it's not screaming on its own right!" Silk hissed, angry with the Monstrous Nightmare for being such an uncultured dragon. "It's just that most opera singers must use a high pitch in some productions because the opera itself demands it!"

"Do you want me to smack you again?" Nighthawk hissed lowly. "I agree with Voltaire, at least we should get to the stable and then we'll decide what to do there."

Despite One-Eye and Shack's protest, the group silently hovered their way to the great but humble wooden doors that led into the stables., Voltaire carrying Snowdrop gingerly in his right talon. As they landed, Nighthawk softly and slowly pushed the doors open, trying to make the least sound possible. The least thing they needed was the animals inside to notice their presence.

When the doors opened, the dragons walked inside. Voltaire gently nudged Snowdrop forward, motioning her to walk inside, that he would be still behind her like a mother cat did to tell her kittens it was safe to go to a certain place. As soon as they were all inside, One-Eye silently closed the door behind with his tail. The horses inside were asleep, so they didn't mind the newly arrived visitors. There were not dragons there, not yet at least.

"Aw, straw!" Shack almost immediately rushed to the nearest pile of straw and lied on top of it. "And it's clean! And comfy!"

Nighthawk simply shook his head as he turned to the others. "Well, we should spend the night here, or at least find one of those trapdoors as you call it. If a human finds us here, we're dead."

"Don't look at me, I said it was a bad idea!" One-Eye growled.

A sound behind them made the group freeze. Silk spotted an unwanted witness a few steps from them. A Deadly Nadder, judging by her size she seemed to be in the first years of her life, she barely reached Nighthawk's shoulders. Her scales where a bright blue toned down by a little gray, with sprinkles of hazel and purple at her wings. Her horns were still short, and blunt at the edges. Yellow eyes stared curiously at the group.

"Uh… hi?"


	2. Four Years Later

A Place to Call Home

Chapter 2- Four Years Later

**I've decided that there will be a few more fantastical elements, and will not only restrict to dragons. After reading much books about goblins, and watching a few films about those creatures, I thought of adding two particular characters I remember seeing in a movie as a child. "The princess and goblins', I think… there were two goblins which always made me laugh despite only appearing in two scenes at all.**

**Now, on with the chapter.**

* * *

><p><strong>Paris, France, 1889<strong>

**Paris Opera House**

* * *

><p>The Grand Paris Opera Populaire was buzzing with movement.<p>

The stagehands backstage were preparing for the next performance that would take place in a few hours, so they had little time to waste. Sceneries were repainted; worn-out costumes had their holes fixed with needle and thread, the seamstresses and dressmakers fixing whatever they could in such a short time. Props were being set in their respective places, and the ones that would be used in later scenes were prepared. The orchestra was rehearsing the music of the newest production, Carmen.

Most of the stagehands were people of middle-class, but there were a few people who had no other choice but to work behind the stage to put the bread in the table.

Some operas required the presence of animals or dragons; some horses were used to lift up the scenery carpet with a mechanism, sheep, goats and other horses were used as background in order to cope with the opera's style, and dragons were employed when there were bonfire or fire scenes. They were kept in stables, but the animals were kept in the left side of the stable, while the dragons were kept on the right in order to prevent a 'predatory' incident, as dubbed by the stagehands when one of the dragons, a red, male Monstrous Nightmare whose name was Hookfang attempted to eat one of the sheep.

The stable boy in charge of the dragons, a young lad named Hiccup, juts needed a sever 'no!' in order to send Hookfang, probably the most stubborn dragon in the opera house, into submission. A few of the stagehands scoffed at the idea that he could dominate a Monstrous Nightmare. Hiccup was not the strongest or the fastest, after all. He had no muscles, and was considered rather thin for the job. He had simple, dark brown short hair with a few hair fringes covering his forehead, and emerald green eyes. Hiccup often wore a simple brown shirt with long wool pants colored mahogany, along with leather sandals. Accompanying Hiccup almost everywhere he went was a great Night Fury, black as the night, with toxic green eyes matching and contrasting Hiccup's soft emerald. The Night fury was not as large as a Monstrous Nightmare, but medium-sized, yet this didn't stop him from radiating an aura of confidence and dominance characteristic of his species. Toothless was his name, matching his retractable teeth, which made the dragon look 'toothless' at times.

The most superstitious workers often called Hiccup the 'Dragon Whisperer'. It was rumored he could speak to dragons and understand their language. That was how he tamed the Night Fury, they thought. The did not know their friendship started from years ago, when Hiccup was just five, and Toothless just a hatchling.

The dragons respected Hiccup's authority, and he didn't need to tell them to do things twice, or to behave more than once. For Hiccup, positive reinforcement was enough to make a good dragon, while bad reinforcement only spoiled them. A few sweet-talking and a treat was enough, he believed. And surprisingly for others, it always worked.

Hiccup poured yet another bucket of warm water into Toothless's water plate, it took about three or four pails of water to fill out a dragon plate. And he knew they preferred it warm. After Toothless started drinking, Hiccup moved on with the rest of the dragons, filling their water plates and giving them their rations of fish and meat. However, it was not as easy, since there were various species and every dragon had its different likes and dislikes. Hookfang, for example, loved scented flowers mixed with some salmon. Meatlug the Gronckle preferred dragon nip and stones, while Barf and Belch, a Hideous Zippleback, had different tastes. Barf liked squid while Belch always ate octopus. Toothless was not as picky as the others, he was comfortable just with a few fish and one or two steaks of meat. Stormfly, on the other hand…

"Hey, Hiccup!"

Hiccup rolled his eyes at his cousin's annoyed voice. "What now, Snotlout?"

Snotlout could be considered Hiccup's polar opposite. He was broad-chested and had thick, strong arms and legs. He wore the same outfit as Hiccup, but he was not very comfortable using it at all. Unlike his cousin, he thought dragons needed to be 'taught who is in charge', which earned him many 'enemies' in the stable dragons. Unlike with Hiccup, they had not a single pinch of respect towards Snotlout, and they were openly antagonistic against him, often making him trip by getting their tails in the way when he was carrying buckets of fish or scaring the heck out of him by roaring when he was doing something wrong. Snotlout in turn had no affection for the dragons, openly referring to them as mindless beasts, which further strengthened the dislike they had towards him.

"Why do I have to clean out the straw?!" Snotlout complained, pointing at the pail and shovel with a great amount of disgust. "Why don't I feed the dragons and you clean out?!"

"The last time I let you fed the dragons you lost your hair." Hiccup replied sharply. "Do you want to wear a wool cap for three months again?"

"Hey, speaking of which, where's the Deadly Nadder? I haven't seen her for hours!"

"You know Stormfly, Snotlout." Hiccup simply said as he fed Hookfang. "She goes and comes and she likes, not even I can stop her."

"You could if you showed her you're the one in charge here!" Snotlout snapped as he walked into Meatlug's stable and started picking up her excrement and dirty straw with the shovel before pouring its content into the bucket.

"I'd be betraying her trust! You can't force a dragon to do something; you have to talk him into it. Besides, she always returns in time."

"I know, I know!" Snotlout replied waving a hand in dismissal. "I'd just like to know where the heck she goes when she disappears! I mean, it's not like we always see her walk trough _that_ door!" He pointed towards the open stable door from where gentlemen and middle-class people were speaking or minding their own business. "It's like she goes through a secret route or something!"

"Don't be ridiculous, Snotlout!" Hiccup snapped, now heading to Barf and Belch. "How could Stormfly possibly fit into the Opera House?"

* * *

><p>Hiccup knew nothing.<p>

The day had been long for Stormfly, the Deadly Nadder with scales as blue as the morning sky with tints of purple in her wings, and or orange and yellow in her back and the tips of her wings. No one dared to cross paths with her, not even Snotlout was foolish enough to annoy her. Everyone believed that Stormfly's gingery behavior came from an old owner who used to mistreat and abuse her. Hiccup was the only person who could get close to her unharmed, and the only human she could trust. If anyone else tried to touch her she would snap and hiss, often throwing a spike or two at them as a warning. If only they knew the whole truth, she thought to herself. Yes, it had been a long day indeed; after a vigorous rehearsal she and Meatlug had been taken into stage for the fire effects. She did not snap in stage; Hiccup had told them all not to bite or snap or scratch in that 'sacred' place, as he put it. But this did not men she would let other people close to her. Satisfied when her part was over, she thought it was a good time as any to tell them of the day's events. And to take them a little food now that she was on it.

There were many secret passages that led to their lair, surprisingly large enough to let a dragon in; she knew about half of them. She also knew where to avoid the traps they set for intruders. Carrying a great basket of fish in her back, she walked with dignity through the tunnels where there was light burning in the distance.

Particularly Hookfang had questioned her numerous times where she went wherever she was missing. Her answer was always a sharp 'it's none of your business' before retiring to her box. It was not that she did not like him; in fact, they knew each other since they were hatchlings and were very good friends., but sometimes he just tended to peek his snout into other dragons' business. She knew he just worried about her, because he loved her. Stormfly was no fool, she had seen the signs, but the Monstrous Nightmare was too shy to tell her of his feelings. He almost reminded her of One-Eye.

As she grew closer, there were movements off to the side. Any other dragon would have run screaming, but she continued on, nodding her head to the small figure that watched from the shadows. Shack caught the scent of fish coming from Stormfly, and he knew that very moment that she had brought them breakfast.

"Hey, honey!" Shack started to walk by her side, accompanying her the rest of the way. "Is that for us?"

Stormfly rolled her eyes at being called 'honey'. Shack and his sense of humor. "No, it's for the worms. What do you think?"

"Okay, okay, you don't have to be on the defensive, woman!"

"Just tell me where everyone is."

"They're in the main hall, losing their time while I waited for you here, honey."

"And the goblins living here with you? What about them?"

"They're overexcited with the tunnel systems under the Opera House, and they have decided to make a few 'expansions'."

Stormfly sighed as they turned around a corner. "Remind me why you let those… things live here?"

"Ask Nighthawk. But you have to admit, they're not that bad. Who would have thought those heads of theirs were so hard? They use them as pick axes!"

"Can we change the topic? I don't feel comfortable speaking about those two right now."

Finally, they came upon a clearing in the cavern, where hundreds of caverns lit the room, illuminating the space in an orange flow. Figures were scattered around the room, minding their own business for the time being. Silk was lying on top of a great red velvet cushion 'borrowed' from the props, reading books about opera and music composing. One-eye was sharpening his claws on the stones, not minding the clawing noise that was annoying Voltaire. The Skrill was in the middle of reading the little Snowdrop yet another book, this one called 'Beauty and The Beast. In one of the corners rested a certain Poisonous Whiptail, whose antennae twitched at the sound of the Deadly Nadder's pawsteps.

"I do not recall inviting you, Stormfly." He spoke in a cold dark voice

"I was not aware I needed an invitation, Night." She replied just as coldly.

"Leave her alone, Nighthawk!" One-Eye hissed, forgetting about his claws and crawling towards Stormfly. "At least she brings us to eat!"

"It would never matter;" Voltaire commented, gazing at the Deadly Nadder for a brief moment. "She comes as she pleases, she is like you, Nighthawk."

Stormfly felt the corners of her mouth twitch at that. "We are more alike than you can imagine."

"Hey, speaking of which, Stormfly." Silk interrupted. "What opera is being produced right now? Carmen or Norma?"

"I believe it was the one about a gypsy female and two human males fighting over her."

One-Eye let out an exasperation sigh as Silk gave him a victorious smirk. "HA! Now you owe me five fish heads!"

The Monstrous Nightmare glanced at him with irritation. "When did it turn into a bet?"

"Aunt Stormy!"

Snowdrop quickly ran over to the Deadly Nadder and hugged her leg tightly. Curious red eyed stared up at her. "Did you bring food? I'm hungry!"

A small grin appeared on Stormfly's face upon being called 'Stormy'. Snowdrop, being just the equivalent of a four year old human, was still learning to speak properly, and she had the habit to call nicknames to everyone she met. Stormfly took the basket of fish from her back and placed it on the ground, letting its contents slip out and fall on the stony ground. Brown trouts, and perches.

"Please tell me you didn't bring salmon!" One-Eye whined. "I don't want to taste Voltaire's fish broth again!"

"I suppose you would rather eat Muk's fish tarts, then." Voltaire hissed, narrowing his eyes.

"Oh, no, not again!" Shack cried out. "Not his fish tarts! I like that goblin, but he is not precisely the greatest cook in the world!"

As the dragons dashed forward to have their fill of fish (Voltaire included, despite his annoyance at One-eye's comment), Nighthawk stole Stormfly's attention. "What brings you here besides breakfast?" he asked, his voice dripping with sarcasm and seriousness.

"News flash." Stormfly was not one to beat around the bush so she spoke quite plainly. "New violinists have been hired, so you should be prepared for a lot of noise these days."

"What?" One-Eye whipped his head around, a piece of perch hanging from his mouth. "Now not only do we have to hear the melodic screams but now I'll have to deal with newbie violinists? Can it get worse than that?!"

"It can, actually. Lord Dagur Dérangé will be assisting tonight at the performance of Carmen."

One-Eye groaned. "I had to ask."

Stormfly knew these dragons did not like it when anyone focused on their missing body parts or deformations, even though some were more open about it than others. "Mademoiselle Astrid will be performing the lead part, so that should lighten up your mood, at least."

"Astrid? The blonde girl?" Silk inquired after swallowing up three brown trouts. "That human has the voice of a siren, I tell you."

"You five!" Nighthawk cried out at the group of dragons devouring the fish. "You better leave something for Muk and Glump! I don't like how they complain when One-Eye doesn't leave them a head of fish!"

"Don't worry, I'll make sure One-Eye doesn't overeat again." Shack hissed out, chuckling. "We'll even leave you some brown strouts, I know those are your favorites!"

Nighthawk rolled his eyes, but a grin twisted his features. His wooden two legs creaked silently as he stood up and limped towards the group, sniffing the salty scent of the trouts.

"Hey, Stormfly!" One-Eye said, lifting up his head from the fish. "Do you think that old, foolish manager-"

"Mildew?"

"Yes, Mildew. Do you think he'll ever replace that harpy they have warbling day after day? If he ever does, I'll paint myself in pink and dance around the streets! Otherwise, I'll become madder than I already am!"

Voltaire whispered in a low tone. "At least he and Muk have something in common after all."

"You're not mad, One-Eye." Silk commented. "You just don't have a good taste for culture."

Truthfully, if he could, One-Eye would kill Heather, the black-haired Prima Donna, and he would have no regrets whatsoever, plus Muk would worship the ground he walked on if he did. The goblin did not kill the girl, but that didn't mean he wouldn't 'prank' her every now and then. It was Stormfly's pleas that kept them both from doing so. It was also the fact that Heather, being a supposed 'star' would no doubt cause a riot of some kind, and their hideout could be discovered. But one day, if things went too far, he would throw caution to the wind and do what he had been longing to do ever since she first stepped into the Opera House and opened her mouth.

"I still can't believe that Mildew guy actually thinks Heather has a much better voice than Astrid does." Voltaire commented. "I think all these years of hearing all her singing has made him deaf."

"Speaking of which." Stormfly grinned. "Did you hear about what happened?"

"You mean about Heather accusing one of the stagehands trying to murder her?" Silk chuckled, stepping away from the long-empty basket.

The other dragons' heads perked up at the words.

"What's murder?" Snowdrop inquired innocently, almost making Voltaire flinch.

"Err…." Voltaire struggled to think of a excuse to take the young Night Fury away. "Come on, Snowdrop. I think I have yet to finish telling you that story, right?"

"Yay!"

As the Skrill led Snowdrop away, Stormfly continued with her gossiping. "Heather was rehearsing and the large boy named Fishlegs was watching from behind the curtains. Apparently, he was so distracted and stepped into a piece of scenery which nearly crushed Mildew's beloved star."

Shack, One-Eye and Silk laughed, but Nighthawk simply found himself grinning. "A pity the scenery did not succeed!" Shack had tears of hysteria running down his scaly cheeks. "Heather accused Fishlegs?"

"Yes," Stormfly replied. "But you have to admit, he shouldn't have been watching the rehearsal in the first place."

"Unfortunately, Heather's voice does not match her body." Silk said. "She may have the voice of a vulture, but she has the looks and body of a swan. Forgive my tongue, but not even Astrid can hold out a candle to Heather in terms of beauty. If we want Astrid to replace that harpy we'll need to make another prop fall, this time into her empty head."

"Silk!"

"Come on, Stormfly! When are you going to get a sense of humor?"

She eyed One-Eye warily. "Perhaps when your jokes are actually funny."

Nighthawk couldn't help but grin a little at that. "Touché, Stormfly. Touché."

She sighed and turned as if to go, but paused momentarily. "You won't actually do it, will you?"

"If you're referring to Mademoiselle Heather, no. We will not harm her." Nighthawk gave One-Eye a warning glare. "One-Eye won't put a claw on her, and I'll tell Muk to stop 'pranking' her."

Satisfied by this answer, Stormfly turned to leave. Like their greeting, there were no formalities when they parted. She climbed the steps and took the passaged that led her out of the dragons' purgatory to the world. All the while, the rest of their laughter at Heather's misery followed her every step.

* * *

><p>The sound of tiny rocks falling and creaking echoed through the rest of the catacombs beneath the Opera House, a great set of tunnels running from the main hall where the dragons were located. The underground lake beneath the Opera Populaire was not that big, but it actually fed into the Seine River, making the inhabitants of the catacombs wonder how come the humans had not noticed.<p>

While most people thought Goblins only inhabited in the hearts of the mountains in Scotland or England, two Goblins were sharing the underground haven with the dragons, having arrived shortly before the dragons walked into the catacombs in the first place. Their story was a mystery, but from what Stormfly could tell, they had a background similar to that of Nighthawk and the others, being victims of man's cruelty. Currently they spent their time digging more tunnels in order to make their home much more spacious. One-Eye and Shack thought they were making too much a deal out of it, but Nighthawk and Voltaire knew it reminded them of their home back at the mountains. But much to the dragons' surprise, the Goblins insisted on using their heads to dig their way through the earth and rocks, which made Shack think one of those days they would break their skulls open. But according to Silk's 'monologue', as the others called it, Goblin skulls were impenetrable from all those centuries living underground among their rocks; even if a 10 ton anvil fell on their heads they would remain unharmed. However, the catch was that their one-toed feet became incredibly sensible, one only needed to _stamp _on a Goblin's feet to cause them an excruciating pain comparable to that of having the anvil falling on it.

One of the Goblins was short and scrawny with light-brown skin, greasy black hair tied up pointing upwards, with two long bangs falling on both sides of his long, grumpy-goat like face along with a black greasy goatee matching his hair. He had whipping scars on his back, but they were much severe-looking than the dragons'; apparently, his former master was not as 'pitiful' as Alvin had been with the dragons (figuratively, of course).

The other Goblin was much larger and brawnier with dark orange skin and light brown hair. He had a thicker, dog-like face and great stomach blubber, showing he was not as picky with food as his friend.

The two Goblins had large pointy, bat-like ears, which were sensible to high-pitched sounds such as singing. This had made the scrawny Goblin develop a great dislike for the Prima Donna, Heather, for her constant 'high-pitched voice of devil's tears', as he always put it. It was a torture for the two every performance, for sometimes the music reached the lair, and they could do nothing but take two cushions in order to cover their ears.

"Say, Muk." The larger Goblin said as he knocked more rocks into the ground with his stone-hard skull. "Do you think we'll ever get out of here?"

The scrawnier Goblin named Muk didn't turn his head around as he spoke in a scratchy voice. "What do you mean, Glump?"

"I mean, stop living underground. I've always wanted to live under the sun, not just surrounded by darkness."

"You seem to forget that we were born in the darkness. We are Goblins, remember?"

"That's just the point, Muk. I don't even recall my own mother's face, or where we grew up. Do you?"

"Now that you mention it…" Muk looked down, his ears drooping to the sides of his head. "All I remember from my childhood is…" He shivered. "… _That_ place."

"Have you ever thought of finding a mate?"

Muk stiffened.

"Why would I? Where the heck would I get one? I doubt there were other Goblins around here."

"Then why do you like Mademoiselle Astrid so much?"

"WHAT?!" Muk's voiced echoed through the range of tunnels, his yellow eyes open like plates. "Where the heck did you get that idea?!"

Glump did not fail to see the blushing on Muk's cheeks, however. "Look how you become everytime I mention her."

"That doesn't mean anything!"

"Then why everytime she perform you ask Silk if you can accompany him to see the Opera? You _detest_ the Operas. The only reason you go is because you want to see _her_."

"Even if what you said is true, what could I possibly do? It's not like I could simply go into her dressing room and say: 'Hello, Mademoiselle Astrid, would you like to go on a date with me?' Look at me! Look at us, for goodness sake!"

Muk gestured at his friend's body and his own, "She will probably run away or call the police! And we may endanger the others!"

"I like her too…" Glump shrugged, changing the topic. "She seems different… nice… like the Gypsy."

Muk paused and looked at his friend. "Gypsy?"

Glump nodded his large head. "Yes. From the stories Voltaire tells us… like the one with the hunchback in Notre Dame."

Muk rolled his eyes and groaned. "It's just a story, simple as that."

Glump fixed his feet nervously, his voice barely above a whisper. "But Voltaire says-"

"THERE IS NO SUCH PERSON!" Muk shouted, hi voice echoing throughout the cavern and passageways, his hand punching one of the nearby rocks, breaking it into tiny pieces. Despite looking scrawny, Muk had a great hidden strength within those thin arms of his. Glump gave a cry of fear and quickly backed away, molding his large frame to the stone wall, as if hoping the shadow would keep him safe. Muk sighed and took several long breaths before lifting his head and speaking again, his tone icy, but calm. "There is no gypsy, Glump, there is no person on Earth like that…" he sighed one last time before finally lifting his eyes to where his friend stood shaking. "Beautiful women, dragons or whoever you want to think do not fall in love with monsters like us, that's the reality of it, and it's better to learn this now, before… before you do something foolish and risk hurting yourself. In fact, I don't think Voltaire should even change the ending of that story just because he doesn't want to make Snowdrop cry."

Suddenly, Glump started to sniff the air, catching the scent of something. "Hey, Muk, do you want to know what will make you feel better? I think Stormy just brought breakfast."

Despite keeping his serious expression, Muk could feel his stomach growling. "I hope she brought perch."

* * *

><p>The elegant carriage, pulled by four majestic black horses, pulled up in front of the Opera House causing several people on the street to stop and whisper amongst themselves. The driver quickly jumped down from his seat to open the door for the carriage's occupant. Several women who were walking stopped and stared at the figure that arose from the carriage; those who were holding fans immediately began to rapidly fan themselves.<p>

He was a tall young man, slim but muscular as was the fashion at the time. He was elegantly dressed in a gray suit with a high collar, his black shoes polished and glistening, his white tie tucked into his slightly ruffles tunic. A top hat made f black satin crowned his reddish brown hair which feathered just slightly off his neck; he tipped it to the ladies who were admiring his emergence. He stepped down from the carriage steps, muttering words to his coachman while he dusted himself off. He lifted his eyes to the Opera House and smiled; his face was clean shaven, his posture straight, his teeth white, his eyes a sparkling brown. And when he began to walk up those steps, here seemed to be this air of power that followed him with every step. He was like the sun, dazzling like first sight, and forever burning an image within you mind's eye after he had disappeared from view.


	3. Unrequited Love

A Place To Call Home

Chapter 3

**Okay, everyone, to answer a few questions: **

**Guest #1: No, I'm not shipping Astrid with a goblin, I'm not that mean XD. And her relationship with Hiccup is rather neutral at first, her only focus being her career. It's Snotlout she can't stand. Heather is some kind of 'lover' to Dagur, but he doesn't love her at all and is only after her fortune. He has his eye on Astrid, but purely out of lust, while Hiccup will genuinely fall in love with Astrid (this will in turn cause Muk to take it against him).**

**Guest #2: Thank you for the idea. Hiccup does actually want to be part of the Opera house, but he thinks he is not 'what they are looking for', despite having a good voice. Toothless and the other dragons will want to help him. However, Astrid will not be so friendly on her first encounter with Muk and Glump. She will faint, actually. She will eventually give Muk a kiss in the cheek, but until later chapters when she gets to know him better. Hiccup will be the victim of Muk's hostility as well, due to the goblin thinking he gets in the way between Astrid and him. They'll eventually warm up to each other, though. Hiccup will get quite jealous of the Goblin sometimes, though, but Toothless always knocks sense into him (literally XD).**

**Guest #3: Toothless, Hookfang and Meatlug will try to get Astrid and hiccup together during the first chapters, but Stormfly and Barf and Belch will object. Snowdrop will meet Toothless in about chapter 8.**

**Now, on with the chapter.**

* * *

><p>Inside the Opera House, things were well underway for the opera that would be kicking off the season in a matter of days. Dancers were frantically perfecting their steps, while stage hands worked on sets and the orchestra turned their instruments. One of the new violinists, a lad named Tuffnut, was turning out to be the toast of the orchestra. In a matter of hours he was close to perfecting the score for the upcoming opera; the manager was well pleased with his decision.<p>

Sadly, his twin sister Ruffnut was not having the same good fortune… in a way. When Heather first discovered Ruffnut was to be her dressmaker, she had a fit that could rival the most spoiled of girls. She screamed, stamped her feet, swore in Italian, and then stomped off to lock herself away in her dressing room for a good hour, while Mildew stood outside her door and pleaded for her to come out.

The Diva's understudy, Astrid, rolled her eyes to the whole incident, thinking that despite Senora Heather's elegant dresses and years of stage experience, a dragon could both sing and act better. While Mildew pleaded, Astrid started to talk with Ruffnut as the latter busied herself with her tasks, mending customs that had snares, and ironing ones with wrinkles. She delicately laid them out, examining them closely to see if she had missed any repair work, all the while feeling as if someone… or something, were watching them. Astrid was quite impressed with her work, but when she felt the familiar peering eyes she let out a sigh of exasperation.

Astrid had a thin figure, which made her look beautiful in the yes of many young men. She had blonde hair with long bangs that covered the left side of her forehead, with a braided ponytail in back. That day she was wearing a beautiful light pink dress, with magenta trimming on the sleeves and trimmed birds on the skirt.

Any other thoughts on the matter were quickly disposed of as Heather returned, dabbing her nose and eyes with the handkerchief Mildew had given her. Mildew, and a the tenor of the Opera house, a lad with blonde hair named Francois, followed, each filling the air with praises to her. The whole thing made both Ruffnut and Astrid sick.

Heather was a young teen with long raven black hair, but she held it up in a bun, making her face look older than she actually was. Her face was over-made up, with a great quantity of blusher, lots of red lipstick and mascara on her eyelashes. Her dress was a deep green, with reaching the floor, with a corset tightly tied up from behind her back as if she was trying to look even thinner than she actually was.

Heather waved her hand, which temporally stopped the two men from making further idiots of themselves, and turned to Ruffnut. "I have decided I will allow you to continue being mu dressmaker," she sweetly purred, a fake smile creasing the corners of her lips.

Astrid rolled her eyes, knowing what she was expecting.

Ruffnut simply stared at her in confusion.

Heather's sweet smile was beginning to fade. She shifted side to side and was tapping her foot, as if waiting for Ruffnut to fall to her knees and thank god above for granting her this fine honor. Was she that conceited?

"Well?"

Ruffnut jumped at the sudden bark that escaped the prima donna's lips. Heather quickly smoothed back a silky pink curl that had escaped from her shout. She smiled again at Ruffnut and said in that sweet voice she had used earlier, "Have you nothing to say, my dear?"

Astrid wanted to tell the girl what she really thought. She wanted to tell Heather that she had no talent, that while she strutted across the stage like a peacock, she sounded like a crow. She wanted to tell her that her behavior was disgusting and that there were more important things going on in the world than how one's hair looks or what fabric one's dress is made from. She wanted to scream, and perhaps even strike the so-called 'lady'.

"Uhh…" Ruffnut thought for a moment. "Thanks?"

Heather stared at the teen. Ruffnut had a look of confusion on her face, but inside she was laughing at the blank expression she was receiving from the so-called great star. Not the answer La Heather was expecting, let alone looking for, but it was not one she could scream at either.

"Well!" Mildew, an elderly man with gray hair, a long moustache and a suit, interrupted. "I must say, keep up the good work, mademoiselle, you'll do fine in the opera business, I'm sure!"

A gruff male cough interrupted the conversation. "Um… bed your pardon, but is this a bad time?"

The manager and Heather turned their heads and all exclaimed at once, "MONSIEUR!"

Astrid, who was still incensed at Heather's outburst, stared at the frequent visitor with whom the others appeared to be enamoured; even Ruffnut seemed to be stricken by his looks. He was very handsome; tall, with auburn hair, and obviously wealthy judging by the clothes he wore. He looked right past the admiring manager.

"Good day," he said with an elegant bow of his head. "Astrid felt the obligation of etiquette of her high social position and gave him a small curtsey. "Mademoiselle Astrid, you're as radiant as always." He kissed her hand.

"Monsieur, I am so pleased you came to see us today. As you can see, we are well underway in preparing for the opening gala-"

"Yes, yes, it is all looking wonderful, Mildew," the young man said with a wave of his hand, his smile still remaining on Astrid. "I would never miss one of Mademoiselle Astrid's performances."

Heather's entire demeanor changed in those five seconds. "My dear monsieur, had I been expecting your surprise visit I would have dressed more elegantly for you." The young man smiled warmly at Heather as she batted her eyes, causing Francois to fidget with jealously.

Astrid rolled her eyes. Heather and this gentleman knew each other rather well.

"Monsieur, we have some matters of business to discuss with you. There have been some noises-"

"All in good time, Mildew." The gentleman answered without taking his eyes off Heather. "I first have some matters of business to go over with Senora Heather. She has written me of her displeasure with the way things are run here…" he glanced at the manager, the handsome smile disappearing and being replaced with a serious frown.

"D-d-d-displeasure?" the old man stuttered, looking at Heather in horror-

"Yes," Heather snapped, linking her arm with that of the handsome young man. "Much displeasure and hiring that commoner is now on the top of my list!" Ruffnut lifted up her arms defensively as Heather began to lead the young man away from the manager who was to flabbergasted to utter a single word. "Come monsieur," she said with a twirl of her skirts. "Let us go to my dressing room to talk things over."

The gentleman turned his head back to Astrid and gave her one last charming smile before he was literally dragged away by the boorish opera star. Ruffnut remained frozen for a while, before turning up to look at Astrid. "What was that all about? Could you tell me who the heck that was?"

By then, the dance girls had gathered around them, and were letting out squeals and excited shrieks. "That's Count Dagur Derangé! The highest patron of the Paris Opera House!" One of them said in excitement.

"Girls!" the dancers stopped their giggling and quickly scampered back to where they should have been practicing. Madame Gothi, the dance mistress, emerged from the curtains and looked crossly at all of them. She was a ridiculously short old woman, with long gray hair made into two long braids, and she wore a stern black dress. "What is the meaning of this, Antoinette?"

The lead dancer named Antoinette, a young redhead with a delicate figure and pale skin, fidgeted and bit her lip. "I'm sorry, Grandmother." Madame Gothi lifted a gray eyebrow, awaiting her grandchild's answer. "It was just… well… we saw Count Dagur, and-"

Madame Gothi's face paled at the name. "The Count is here?"

Antoinette nodded her head, her face turning from embarrassment to worry. "Grandmother, are you alright?"

Madame Gothi gave her head a quick shake to compose herself and lifted her chin, her face returning to its cold expression. "Do not let me catch you or any of the other girls wandering away when you should be practicing." She ordered through tight lips. Antoinette nodded her head, still looking concerned, but scampered off in the direction the other dancers had gone. Then Gothi turned around to look at Astrid. "Where did he go?" was all she asked.

"He left with Senora Heather… They are going to discuss 'business matters' in her dressing room." Astrid replied, fidgeting her fingers when she said '_business matters'_.

Madame Gothi lifted an eyebrow at Astrid's statement. "Well, he'll be occupied for some time." She muttered under her breath.

"Could someone explain me what's going on?" Ruffnut asked, confused at why Astrid emphasized _business matters_ like that.

Madame Gothi looked at Ruffnut and smiled at her. Despite what the stage hands may have muttered about the old woman, Astrid knew the dance mistress had a warm heart of gold under the cold exterior she showed. Without a word, she turned and quickly walked away, leaving a confused Ruffnut in her wake.

The sound of props falling echoed through the rest of the stage, and Astrid yelped as someone fell into her and they fell to the ground with a loud thud. Astrid quickly stood up with some difficulty due to her long dress, and angrily turned around to see the one who had bumped into her. Snotlout.

"You idiot! Can't you see were you are going?! What are you doing here, anyway?!"

Snotlout would usually reply that it wasn't his fault, but since it was Astrid he had bumped into he simply stared at her like an idiot, a dumb-like expression on his face. It was not until Hiccup skipped towards the duo, followed by Toothless, Meatlug and Hookfang. Ruffnut stared at the dragons in astonishment; however did they fit backstage?!

"Sorry for that, Mademoiselle Astrid." Hiccup apologized, trying to hide his blushing cheeks from her. "We were heading towards the stage to light up the torches of the props."

"Yeah, we were!" Snotlout jumped back to his feet and pushed Hiccup aside. "But now that we're here, why don't we take a little time to ourselves?" Snotlout arched his eyebrows seductively, just to receive a punch in the jaw.

"Keep with that and I'll make sure you get kicked out!" Astrid snapped.

"No, no, no, no! Mademoiselle, I'm sure we can find a solution to this!" Hiccup intervened once again as Meatlug dragged Snotlout away.

Astrid huffed as she crossed her arms. But before anyone could say anything else, Fishlegs came running from stage. "Mademoiselle Astrid, we're lifting the curtain in ten minutes!"

The blonde girl let out an exasperation sigh and gave the stable boys a crossed look. "I'll deal with you two later."

* * *

><p>"Muk, could you tell me again why do you want to see the performance from the chandelier room floor?" Silk muttered, carrying Snowdrop on his head, leading the way up through the dark passage. Annoyingly, wherever he nearly slipped, his only wing flapping in reflex. His fake, orange colored tail, sewn into the stump where his real tail had once been, was hanging limply. "I mean, we can hear it much better from beneath the stage."<p>

"But I can't see _her_ from beneath the stage!" Muk snapped, tightening his grip on Silk's fake tail. "Besides, beneath the stage is too close to the singers!"

" Well, if you don't like singing at all, why do you want to come with me at all? Goblins hate _every_ type of singing, but you like to hear Mademoiselle Astrid's. Are you half-deaf or something?"

"Very funny. No, I'm not deaf, for your information! It's just that Mademoiselle Astrid's voice is not as high-pitched as that of the harpy."

Snowdrop perked up her ears. "What's a harpy?"

Muk and Silk froze.

"A… A black, ugly bird!" Silk brought up. If he told Snowdrop what an actual harpy was, Voltaire would kill him. "Anyway, we're almost there."

Silk used his snout to open a secret door, leading out into the thick railing and cornice in which the door to the chandelier's support room. The device and lock keeping the chandelier from plummeting down and falling on top of three a quarter of the audience. The trio slid out of the secret tunnel and Silk closed the secret door.

The people of high society were already in their seats, waiting for the performance to begin. The orchestra was getting ready for the next three hours, everyone was in their place; even Count Dagur Derangé was already in box five, waiting to hear the melodic voice of Astrid.

"I hate that guy." Muk muttered upon setting his gaze upon the Count.

"Me too." Silk added. "He was the one who brought Heather in the first place, or so I've heard. Apparently, he introduced her to Mildew and her 'nightingale voice' was so beautiful he made her the star of the Opera House in that instant."

"You mean the harpy?"

Muk chuckled. "Yes, Snowdrop. The harpy."

"Oh." She looked up at Silk. "What's this one about, Sil?"

"Well, it tells the story of the downfall of Don José, a naïve soldier who is seduced by the wiles of the fiery Gypsy, Carmen. José abandons his childhood sweetheart and deserts from his military duties, yet loses Carmen's love to the glamorous toreador Escamillo, after which José…" Silk hesitated to tell her what happened next.

"In other words, it's a love triangle, kid." Muk rescued him. "Be quiet, it's about to begin!"

The crowd went silent as the orchestra started playing; the music of the first act started as lively and fast paced, almost confusing Snowdrop, before it descended into slower tones, then ascending back to its fast pace. The Maestro, a fat man with a long moustache and blonde hair named Gobber, stroked his conducting baton through the air like a sword, but with the gentleness of a feather and swiftness of a whip, the orchestra following his motional instructions. The music changed between fast and slow paces in a rather confusing way, but that's what gave it its unique touch.

"Hehe, I can already imagine One-Eye complaining back down." Silk laughed. "I feel sorry for the others."

"I feel sorry for Glump." Muk whined, trying to cover his ears slightly so that the music would not make his ears bleed.

Finally, the curtains parted, and the scene was that of a marked place in Seville, Spain, getting ready for the day. When the opera actors started singing, that's when Hell went loose for Muk. All the combined voices were driving him insane, and he swore his head would explode from all the voices. But if it meant he could see Astrid perform, then he had no objection.

"I wish I had brought my ear plugs!" Muk exclaimed, pulling his ears down as if wanting to rip them off.

"Why didn't you bring them? You're already starting to sound like One-Eye!" Silk replied, rolling his eyes.

"Are there any dragons there, Sil?"

"Didn't he just tell you what it was about?"

Finally, the moment he had longed for arrived. There she danced into the stage, wearing a beautiful gypsy-styled dress, with red skirt and white top with red roses trimmed. Her beautiful blonde hair like the sun was tied up in a wild bun, in order to make her look more 'wild-spirited'.

Then she started singing.

Were it someone else he would have covered his ears to try and keep the horrible sound out, but when Astrid sung, Muk felt like an angel was singing. The usually hurtful noise became one of the most beautiful sounds coming from a human's throat he could imagine; the Goblin thought not even the chorus of Paradise was compared to that of Astrid's voice. His heart started beating at such a quick pace that he thought it would burst out of his chest at any moment.

Eyes, those dazzling sapphire eyes of hers that glimmered in such cloudy essence.

Her skin, so pure and shire, was so soft as the sand.

Her sun-blonde hair was so beautiful and her dress absolutely stunning.

Her hands were so feminine, and her lips adorned in a glorious red.

And her voice… Such a soothing song of an angel's…

That's why he could never stand to see Astrid in the arms of another, even if it was just an act. When Astrid threw the rose at Francois, who was playing Don José, Muk felt his blood starting to boil.

"_If only you could hear me calling out your name in worship and love…_" He sadly thought as he watched his angel dance like a ballerina. "_If only your eyes could set foot to mine and notice me adoring you, your caressing voice and your wonderful dance._"

If only he could show her in his way how much he valued her. He hadn't precisely known her for decades, but what she had shown him was enough for him to reassure her for a lifetime.

Every moment he needed her. He wanted her near him, he wanted her there with him, he wanted her to be his and his alone, he wanted her forever. His lips died to touch hers, his clawed hands died to touch her…

But he knew it would never be.
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"Argh!¡ I can't stand it!" One-Eye hissed as he took two cushions with his claws and covered his ears in an attempt to block out the music. "If I hear one more note I'll staple my ears!"

Voltaire rolled his eyes as he accommodated the plush cushions the Monstrous Nightmare had scrambled out of place. "Why don't you use the earplugs, then?"

"Glump got ahead of me."

"What did you expect?" Nighthawk snapped from his usual resting place, his tail twitching in irritation. "He is a Goblin. You know his kind is very sensitive to music."

"They'd have to be, with those big ears of theirs. "Shack chuckled, lying on top of a cat bed ('borrowed' from Heather's cat) with his belly facing up. "I mean, I bet every sound they hear is triplicated ten times with that size of ears."

"Don't make fun of their ears! Would you like Glump or Muk to make fun of your odd-eyes?" Voltaire hissed

"Hey! Don't mess my heterochromia in this!"

"Speaking of Glump and Muk, have you ever wondered where they came from?" One-Eye inquired, finally taking the cushions off his ears when the music momentarily stopped. "I mean, Muk did say they came from the Scafell Pike, but those whip scars on his back don't seem to be injuries obtained from rock cuts."

Nighthawk didn't say anything. He did now know where they had actually come from, the place they had escaped from, but Muk and Glump had asked him not to tell the others. He was a dragon of words. If they asked him not to tell, he wouldn't. And he also knew about both their emotional wounds…

Maybe they used to live in mines. I think Silk once said that human miners were starting to capture Goblins and forced them to work at their mines."

Voltaire nodded. "That would make sense."

"Speaking of Glump, where is he?" Shack yawned, speaking in a casual tone.

"He is in Snowdrop' cave. I asked him to pick up Snowdrop's toys, since someone is keeping me busy." Voltaire turned to look at One-Eye, who took a few seconds to react.

"What? Why are you looking at me like that?" He asked in confusion.

Nighthawk rolled his eyes as he got back to sleep.

Glump, meanwhile, picked up small rubber balls and biting sticks from around Snowdrop's small cave. He didn't mind picking up her toys, but he did wish she was a little more organized with her things. Ah, but he could never get angry at Snowdrop, no sir! She was like a little sister to him. Muk saw her as some kind of niece, but he was not as open on it like Glump was. As the Goblin placed the last of the balls on Snowdrop's wooden box, something else caught his eye, on Snowdrop's straw nest. A worn-down, quite dirty stuffed dragon. It was colored a dull copper brown, with two patches on its body and one on the left wing. Glump walked towards Snowdrop's bed and picked the stuffed dragon up, holding it in one hand.

"Hi again…" he said, talking to the doll like it was alive. "You're all alone too, it seems…"

Waves of memories coursed through the Goblin's mind as he stared at the doll.

_Look, Helfer! Look what daddy made for you!_

Glump's eyes started to water. He held the dragon doll close to his chest and closed his eyes shut, his ears drooping to the sides of his head as tears formed in the corners of his eyes to finally roll down his cheeks. He had not thought about it for a long time, but Snowdrop's doll brought him painful memories.

"Glump?"

The Goblin's ears straightened up, and he quickly wiped his tears away as he quickly but discretely hid the plush dragon from sight as he turned his head around. Shack was standing on the entrance, giving the Goblin an odd look.

"Were you… Crying?" the Terrible Terror inquired

"Of course not! Don't be ridiculous!" Glump tried to sound natural, but it did not work.

"What do you have there? Is that what I think it is?"

Letting out a sigh of defeat, Glump gently put the dragon doll back on Snowdrop's nest. Shack cocked a scaly eyebrow and flapped his wings to hover next to the Goblin, staring at the doll curiously.

"Snowdrop's doll? That old thing is what is making you teary-eyed? Voltaire found it two years ago in the props, remember?"

Glump nodded grimly. "Yes, I do."

"Wait a second… you are not wearing the ear-plugs? It seems you can perfectly hear me."

Glump grinned. "Let's just say I don't have as much of a distaste for music as Muk does. I actually like music, but if he finds out…" Glump sighed in dismay. "I would never hear the end of it!"

Shack nodded. "You like music? I thought Goblins hated it."

"I did hate once, until…" Glump stopped in mid-sentence.

"Until?"

"It's… nothing. I don't want to talk about it."

Despite his curiosity getting the better of him, Shack decided to respect the Goblin's decision. Besides, he didn't want to get on Glump's bad side –Yes, he _has_ a bad side-, especially since he was practically larger than him. Even Muk was wary not to make his friend angry; while Glump was usually friendly and friendly, when angry he became a completely different Goblin.

"Hey, Shack. Muk has been saying that the humans are starting to suspect something is going on in the Opera House, is that true?" Glump decided to change the subject.

"It has, I'm afraid." Voltaire joined in the conversation, having overheard when he was on his way to check on Glump. "Mildew and the stable boy, Hiccup, have realized that there are rations of food going missing, not to mention that Muk's pranks on Mademoiselle Heather are making her suspicious that someone is harassing her."

Shack started to laugh. "As if! The idea behind harassing is to peek at _attractive_ ladies, not ostriches trying to pass for humans."

Glump joined him, having to support on the wall to keep himself on foot. Voltaire's serious look remained unchanged, however.

"I don't find the finny part in all of this! If One-Eye hears this, he'll become hysteric!"

"Voltaire, everything makes One-eye become hysteric."

"Anyway, guys, I don't think we should worry about it. We have tons of traps for intruders." Glump added. "The only one who knows how to avoid it, apart from us, is Stormfly."

"Well, you two, I think the performance is about to end. We should go and wait for the others to return." The Skrill sighed in dismay and dread. "I hope Muk won't try to do one of his 'pranks' today."

* * *

><p>The end of the performance was met with the audience standing up and clapping at Mademoiselle Astrid's performance, some going as far as to throw roses and flowers at the singer as a show of admiration and praise. Not even Heather's performances were met with this much praise and ovation, something which the Prima Donna saw with contempt an jealously, secretly fearing the blonde would replace her as the lead singer. Because of this, she tried to make Astrid's life as miserable as possible.<p>

Ruffnut and her brother, Tuffnut (who wore a normal musician black suit with a black bowtie, and his blonde hair properly combed and tied into a ponytail) were new, so Hiccup took it upon himself to tell them about the way the Opera House worked. Fishlegs eventually joined the tour, his shift being covered by a young lad named Pierre, and Snotlout reluctantly tagged along (if that meant being away from the dragons). Soon, the newbies' ears had been flooded with countless rumor of mysterious creatures living in the Opera House, but no one had ever seen them. However, dragons' food disappeared, as well as some props, not to mention that in the past four years animals often went missing, mostly sheep and hens, only for their rests to appear someplace backstage.

They heard them first by a few stagehands, grumbling over who would go fetch various props that were being kept below stage. They all complained about the creatures and how they feared their wrath would bring an end to someone's life… for the first time. Antoinette and the other dance girls also had tales. They had been passed on by Gobber, the Orchestra's Maestro who seemed to be the Opera's chief storyteller. It was through these girls that Ruffnut and Tuffnut learned about said beings cloaked in mystery, seen by few but heard by many.

Mademoiselle Astrid, however, never let gothic romantic sensibilities run ramped, and thought realistically. She assumed it was simply an animal that had snuck inside and always managed to escape from the humans' eyesight. Heather refused to listen 'made-up tales from low employees', but ever since the incidents occurring against her started to occur, she believed they were pranking her.

But unfortunately, Ruffnut, like most of the other girls, were falling over Count Dagur.

In fact, it seemed everyone, save for Madame Gothi, Francois, Hiccup, Snotlout and Astrid, were taken by the Count's charm and handsome smile. Mildew fell over himself to please him, Heather constantly flirted with the young man, and the girls of the dance were in a constant state of giggles whenever he was present.

Right then, the Count was discussing about the 'rumors' spreading around the Opera House in Mildew's office. Dagur refused to believe such nonsenses, as he called them, and for the past for years he had attempted to fins a logical explanation in order to calm Mildew's fears, but to no avail.

"For the last time, Mildew, there is no such thing as ghosts!" Dagur hissed like a snake about to strike. "Someone is trying to make fools out of us!"

"And how do you explain the missing animals? The stolen food? The awful accidents falling unto Mademoiselle Heather! Someone is the cause of it, I know!"

"Please! Somebody might be sneaking into the stables and stealing the animals under that stable boy's nose! And the stagehands might be attempting to get back at Mademoiselle Heather for her harsh treatment and horrible tantrums!"

Mildew was panicking; Dagur noticed when the old man started to comb back his gray hair. "But monsieur, we have called for the police numerous times, and none of the officers on guard were able to catch any person on the act!"

Dagur would have yelled in fury and frustration if he were not in the Opera House.

Hiccup, meanwhile, decided to end the tour at the stables, where he introduced Ruffnut and Tuffnut to the animals, but mostly to the dragons. The twins nearly jumped when he introduced them to Toothless, for they had never seen a Night fury, and less one with so good proportions and well-cared for.

"Wow! I bet you paid much for him!" Tuffnut commented as he examined Toothless's legs.

When Toothless perked up his ears, offended, Hiccup spoke before the dragon could strike. "No, I did not buy him. I found him when I was small, we've been friends ever since."

"I bet many people would buy him for a very good price." Ruffnut added.

Snotlout groaned as he leaned against on of the wooden poles. "He could, but he doesn't want to! I keep telling him that if he sold that dumb Night Fury, we would be able to live in the lap of luxury for the rest of our lives, but _nooo_! He says he's attached to him! HE didn't even accept Count Dagur's proposal!

"Proposal? What proposal?"

Hiccup sighed, but Fishlegs responded the question. "See, when Hiccup and Toothless first came here, Count Dagur was instantly interested in buying Toothless. He has a collection of rare dragons, and he offered Hiccup a great sum of money for the Night Fury, but Hiccup refused the offer. They've been in bad terms since then."

"How could I ever think of selling my best friend to _him_? He would sell his dragons to the Devil just for money!" Hiccup retorted sharply, making Snotlout flinch.

Stormfly stared at the humans' argue about Dagur's morality. That was the kind of human Nighthawk would like had he not been abused so much by the Gypsies. The Poisonous Whiptail, and the other dragons, got a very bad impression of humanity during their stay at the Carnival, and it would be very hard to make them think otherwise.

"They're talking about Dagur again?" Hookfang whispered to her from his box, speaking in the Dragon Language due to the presence of the humans. "I think they'll eventually make a whole gossip column for him in the papernews."

Barf peeked his head from his own box. "You said it wrong." Belch was next. "It's newspaper."

Hookfang rolled his eyes in annoyance. "What are you? A dictionary?"

"Hey, speaking of which, did Astrid get that angry when Snotdumb ran into her?" Fishlegs joined the conversation

"She was fuming like me when I do not get my favorite fish, I tell you!" Hookfang chuckled.

"I have a feeling she'll show up here in any minute to yell at both Hiccup and Snotdumb."

Suddenly, Stormfly's pupils became slits. "Speak of the devil." She whispered. "Here she comes."

"Hiccup!" Astrid's sharp tone as she walked into the stable, back in the dress she had been wearing earlier that day. "I need to talk to you and that pea-brained cousin of yours _now_!"

"Well, I think you don't need us right now, so…" Fishlegs grinned nervously while he dragged Ruffnut and Tuffnut away. When Astrid spoke in that tone, she was going straight to business.

Before Snotlout could rush to Astrid's side and attempt to flirt with her, Hookfang quickly kicked him into one of the empty horse stables, while Meatlug made her way over there in order to prevent him from interfering in the talk. Toothless perked up his ears and stepped back as Astrid made her way in front of Hiccup.

"Listen here, pal!" she snapped, pointing her finger at Hiccup's face. "I'm not tolerating that idiot running into me like that! If it ever repeats again I swear I'll have him fired!"

"Don't worry, Mademoiselle Astrid. It _won't_ happen again." Hiccup shot a small glare at Snotlout, who was attempting to push Meatlug out of the way. Despite the obvious differences in size and weight.

"Out of the way, you mutant ox!" he was saying.

Astrid's fuming temper cooled down, and she calmly yet coldly stared at Hiccup. "Well, if that's all you have to say, Hiccup, I'll be going."

Toothless, however, quickly got his tail in the way of her feet, making the young lady trip; in a fit of instinct, Hiccup quickly reached out and caught her by the waist before she could fall into the dirty hay. Toothless, Hookfang and Meatlug grinned, while Stormfly rolled her eyes and Barf and Belch shook his… their heads. Astrid looked up, and her temper flared up like a tigress.

"What are you doing?! Let me go!"

"But Mademoiselle-"

Astrid narrowed her eyes dangerously. "Let. Go. Of. Me."

Seeing he had no other choice, Hiccup did as he was told… Astrid fell into the dirty hay for, staining her dress with dragon dirtiness. As she stood up, she looked venomously at Hiccup.

"Look what you did, you idiot!" she snapped, making Hiccup hold up his arms in self-defense.

"What?! I just did what you told me!" he said, freaking out discretely as she stamped her foot on the ground and walked away. Toothless frowned and smacked Hiccup's head with his wing before turning away.

"What?" Hiccup inquired, turning to look at the Night Fury with a confused look. "I did what she told me!"

* * *

><p>Silk and Muk watched with amusement as the carriage pulled away. They couldn't help but laugh at the whole situation. The sight of the handsome Count Dagur Derangé being annoyed by an old man was extremely comical to the Changewing and the goblin. Muk leaned against the ghastly stone gargoyles he was hiding behind while Silk was peeking his head and long neck from behind a dragon statue, the two of them laughing for a long time, not caring if anyone heard them; they were too busy preparing for the opening gala of the season.<p>

Indeed, the Opera hadn't been this entertaining since… Well, since before Heather first places her overgrown foot on the stage. That's what Muk liked about Astrid too; she was so unlike the others. Despite Dagur's compliments and good looks, she saw past the whole façade and would have none of his bullying, even though she would never openly speak it outloud in public. She was intelligent and courageous, outwitting Dagur and standing up to Heather.

His smile faded at that thought. True, the girl he had found himself in love with was different compared to the squealing dance trollops. But she was still a pretty face that would cream at the sight of him should he reveal himself. He hardened his jaw and drooped his ears to the sides as he thought about how often he would come to see her while she was alone in her dressing room. He supposed the whole ordeal began when he heard her singing for the first time. At first he found her physically attractive, something he had never done with a human, and eventually he saw her interact with other people. She was a sweet, kind, refined young lady with a hot temper, just the type he liked.

Silk felt a grin on his lips as he recalled the count's displeasure at Mildew's insistence of the 'evil spirits' lurking around the Opera House. Dagur did not believe in 'ghosts', he was far too 'rational' for such things. However, the Changewing knew how greatly upsetting it was for the man to receive such reminders of their existence. His grin grew wider as he thought that one day soon, Dagur would get the 'scare' of his life.

The bells of Notre Dame sounded the hour, reminding Silk and Muk that it would be getting dark soon, and Snowdrop always went to sleep exactly after the sun went down. Voltaire would kill them if they went back late.

However, as the two turned around to go back to the dark passage they had come from, they noticed Snowdrop was missing. It was not very hard to spot her in the dark due to her albinism, but that did not mean she would not occasionally sneak away from Silk and Muk in order to satisfy her curiosity.

"Snowdrop?" Silk called out to her gently, and grew worried when she did not reply.

"Perhaps she grew tired of waiting for us and went back to the lair." Muk suggested.

"Voltaire is going to kill me if she doesn't show up!"

"Come on, Silk! It's not like she has not memorized the tunnels leading down to the lair after all the times she has gone through them with us!"

Oh, how wrong he was.

IT was dark inside the passages. Darker than the velvet black curtains that hid the backstage world. Snowdrop was slowly beginning to regret her decision to sneak away from Silk and Muk in order to explore a little. She had always seen Muk peer into a room through some leaks on the walls, and she was dying to find out what he was spying at. But the dark pathways she was walking through had no light, and her night vision was not yet fully developed, so she was having difficulty in finding her way. Ah, but it was too late to turn back.

"I wish Oney was here…." Snowdrop whispered, her paws reaching out to touch… anything really. "So this is how he sees with his bad eye…" she whispered to herself, not liking it one bit. She continued a few more steps before sighing and stopping herself. This was foolish, damn foolish, and Muk and Silk would get mad at her. Best that she turn around and head back-

"Ow!" Snowdrop stumbled backwards after hitting the hard surface. Did she just walk into a wall? But… How could that be? She had just come from that direction, all she had done was turn around…

"Strange." She muttered, rubbing her head and attempting to side step the wall or hard object she had hit. The problem was… there was no where to side step. "How?" She kept trying to go around the wall, but it was as if the wall just kept going on! "What's going on?" she asked, her little voice rising with panic and her ears perking up as she attempted to move again, but kept coming in contact with a hard unseen barrier.

Snowdrop turned a different direction, hoping somehow she could find her way back… but it was too blocked off. She was completely stunned. She knew there wasn't a wall there before, but somehow… it had appeared! It was like… she was slowly being boxed in…

"HELLO?" she cried. "CAN ANYONE HEAR ME?"

Silence

"MUK! SILK! I NEED HELP! I'M TRAPPED!"

Footsteps. She heard steps slowly approaching. "Hello? I'm stuck, can you-"

The footsteps paused. Snowdrop's ears perked up as she listened closely, but not a sound was being made. "Hello?" Faintly at first, but growing ever so slowly, was the sound of heavy breathing. Snowdrop swallowed a rather large lump in her throat, her paws trembling. "H-h-hello?"

The panic started when she felt hot breath over her head and neck, and when she looked up to see if Silk had finally found her, she froze completely when she realized she was staring not into Silk's purple eyes, but into a stranger's green eyes.

Toothless was walking back to the stable when he heard someone calling out. Most of the stagehands and employees, Hiccup and Snotlout included, had gone home, while the dancers were up in the Opera's dormitories. He was backstage, looking for something to nibble on when he head a little female voice coming over from one of the Orchestra pits. Like all Night Furies, his curiosity got the better of him and took a peek into the pit. He was surprised to find a Night Fury hatchling, but she was unlike any others he had ever seen. Her scales were a pale white, her eyes a ruby red. As he sniffed her, he caught the scent of stone. As soon as she felt his hot breath, she looked up with terrified eyes; she did now know if she could trust him, or if he was friendly. Toothless leaned into the pit to try and sniff the rest of her body, but she stepped back in fright, her ears against her skull. The first thing he knew about hatchlings was that they were very sensible to yelling; it frightened them and made them feel threatened, so it was not an option. Hatchlings needed to be handled with care and love, which meant to be as gentle with them as possible.

"Hello there." He spoke softly. "How did you get here, little one?
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Snowdrop didn't know what to do when the older Night Fury spoke to her, asking how she had gotten into the orchestra pit unseen. But she had not the courage to speak up. She feared for her life, she did not know if this dragon was friendly.

"Don't worry, I don't bite." Toothless tried to add some humor to the situation to calm the hatchling a bit, but it didn't show many results. In fact, it only made Snowdrop step back and her rear touched the wall, as if thinking the wall would protect her. "How did you get here, little one?"

Again, she did not reply. He had never been so good with hatchlings at all, despite his fondness of them, not that there were many hatchlings in the Opera Populaire, anyway. Since there was no one around, he sometimes went to the stage to have a nice, quiet time to himself, but he had never seen another Night fury at the theatre. So how did a hatchling, and a white one, get there unseen? Anyone would have noticed! Well, he could not just leave her there. If Dagur were to set his greedy eyes on her…

Snowdrop's terror was multiplied tenfold when Toothless slid down into the orchestra pit, grabbed her tail in his teeth gently, lift her off the ground and, with a flap of his wings, he was back on stage. As he walked towards a direction she did not know, she started wondering where he was taking her. Was it the… carnival One-Eye didn't stop talking about? She hoped not. Judging by the way One-Eye spoke of the carnival, it sounded like a very bad place.

But she dare not speak still.

When Toothless came into the stables, he noticed most of the animals setting their curious eyes on him, and they noticed his charge. "There's Toothless, but what is he carrying?" one of the mares neighed.

"It looks like a younger of his kind, but why is she that color?" a sheep added

"No matter that! Where did he get her?" a copper brown stallion inquired.

A goat replied. "Maybe she is the thing that has been wandering around the Opera House at night."

Toothless accelerated his steps until he was back at the dragons' side of the stables. He released the hatchling unto his straw bed, and once again she ran to the corner and was leaning against the wall, her pupils complete slits in terror, her breathing fast and heavy. He felt the shades of his fellow dragons all over his box. Stormfly had been taken by Hiccup to take some heavy boxes back home, so she wouldn't be back until later.

"What is… that?" Hookfang inquired as he lowered his head to examine Snowdrop more closely, making the white fury try and hide beneath her own wings.

"It's a hatchling, genius!" Meatlug replied sharply. "And she's so cute!"

"Where did she come from?" Barf asked.

Belch added. "And where are her parents?"

"She's an albino hatchling, I found her in the orchestra pit, and I don't know where her parents are." Toothless answered the tree questions in one single sentence.

Hookfang lifted up his head away from the hatchling. "Well, do you even know her name?"

"She won't talk."

"Poor thing, she's terrified." Meatlug's maternal instinct took over and, gently pushing Toothless aside, she sat next to Snowdrop's trembling figure. "There, honey, don't worry. You're safe now, we won't hurt you, but we won't be able to find your family if you don't tell us. Can you at least tell us how do you call yourself?"

Snowdrop softened at the maternal warmth in the Gronckle's voice. Her fears slowly dissipated and completely disappeared at the female dragon's tender gaze, in a way almost similar to Voltaire's when he tucked her in her nest. Finally, her vocal cords responded, and she was able to stutter softly. "M-my n-name is S-snowdrop."

Toothless could not believe it; a Gronckle was able to calm a hatchling not belonging to her species while he himself wasn't able to calm a hatchling which could as well be his own blood child?

Hookfang was eager to tease him about it. "Well, well, if you couldn't handle another's hatchling, I can't imagine what are you going to do when you have a clutch of your own."

"Haha, very funny, Hookfang."

Snowdrop examined the group of dragons, this time much closer to Meatlug. The Monstrous Nightmare named Hookfang reminded her vaguely of One-Eye, except Hookfang had both his eyes intact. Toothless looked very much like her, except he was bigger and his scales were black, so she assumed he was another type of Night Fury. Barf and Belch were a completely different thing, she had never seen a dragon with more than one head; not even in Muk and Glump's stories about the Snaptrappers in their homeland was she able to even imagine the four-headed plant-like dragon.

"Say, Snowdrop." Toothless tried to hide his embarrassment. "How did you get in the orchestra pit?"

"I was… I was exploring the secret tunnels, but I got lost. I couldn't to back."

"So it's true," said Barf. "It was really another dragon that roamed the catacombs at night."

"What? Look at her! She's not big enough to go through those passages by herself! Besides, she got lost!" Belch countered. "That means there must be others living with her."

It was Hookfang's turn to ask. "Snowdrop, was there someone else in the secret passages with you?"

Snowdrop nodded rapidly. "Yes, I was with Muk and Silk."

"What?"

"Who are they?" Meatlug asked gently.

"Silk is a Changewing, and Muk is a… I don't recall what the name of his kind was, but he is thin with big, batty ears and feet with only one toe."

"A Goblin?!" Hookfang snapped. "That's not possible! There are no Goblins in urban areas like Paris!"

"But he is a Goblin! And so is Glump!"

"Glump?" Belch repeated. A thought came to his mind. "Kiddo, how many of you are there in those secret passages?"

"It's me, Muk, Silk, Glump, Oney, Volty, Nitawk, and Sack."

Toothless was initially taken aback by the rather silly names, but he remembered that she was only about four years old, a toddler in dragon years, and she was probably just learning to speak.

"Wow, if the humans ever find out about this, they'll have to search for another place to live!" Barf exclaimed in surprise.

"I believe we will need some more explaining, Snowdrop." Meatlug blocked the young Night fury from the others' view. "But right now, you must be tired, am I right?"

Snowdrop opened her mouth widely and let out a yawn as a reply.

"Do you mind sleeping with Toothless?"

Once again, Snowdrop examined the older Night Fury, before giving her verdict. "I don't think I'll mind."

Toothless let out a sigh of relief. At the very least the hatchling did not think of him as a weirdo. Meatlug nodded at the white fury as she and the other dragons retreated to their boxes. Toothless lay down on his straw bed, stretched his wings and yawned before lying his head on his paws. He closed his eyes, but as he was about to enter Morpheus's realm, he swore he could feel Snowdrop crawling under his left wing and cuddle against him.

* * *

><p>The dance girls yelped in fear when Gobber rose up his arms, holding a black towel with his thumbs, and the rest of his fingers sticking out like claws. He just loved to add 'dramatic effects' when he was storytelling the girls, at least until Madame Gothi kicked him out. Most of his stories involved legends from around Europe, which he claimed had heard from various people coming from different countries in his youth. The stories he mostly told were about vampires, were-wolves, banshees, lost souls, even a Galician legend about a procession of souls wandering restlessly through the deep forests of Galicia. But lately, Gobber had started telling storied about the so-called 'restless spirits' wandering around the Opera House, looking for new victims to take their place so that they could finally move on. The dance girls, Antoinette in particular, felt intimidated by the shadows he was casting.<p>

"Like yellow parchment is their skin!" Gobber chanted like a sacred mantra. "Great black holes serves as a nose that never grew. You must be always on your guard, or they will catch you with their blood-red claws."

At the last sentence he dug his nails into Antoinette's shoulders, the girl yelped in surprise and fear, followed by the rest of the girls. However, that was just the beginning of it. Soon, Gobber started to chant.

_Wake up, hide in the hay,_

_Goblins are coming to take you away!_

Gobber walked closer to one of the candles to project the shadows of his both hands, which he twisted in front of the fire to make the shape of a bat-eared goblin with pointy teeth and nails, reaching out for a red-headed girl, who retreated deeper into her covers to hide from the hideous shape.

_Out of bed, hide under the floor,_

_Ghouls are going to kick down the door!_

With a swing of the towel, the Maestro extinguished almost every candle in the room, sending the whole room into darkness save for the moonlight going in through the windows.

_Crawl away, like a louse_

_Trolls are going to kick down the door!_

A scream resounded in the room as Gobber reached out to four girls sitting on the same bed, his face concealed by the towel he was using to scare the heck out of them just for fun. Oh, how much he was getting fun with this!

_Don't cry as you hug the ground_

_Kuros are going to burn down the house!_

With yet another swing of the towel, all the candles were lit up once more by a mysterious force, but the whole room exploded into screams when, instead of Gobber, they found nothing more than a skeleton under the towel which had flung just one moment ago.

_Outside, hide in the park,_

_Maybe we'll lose them in the dark!_

Antoinette jumped from her bed when Gobber's cold hands touched her waist, and she fell into some of her roommates when she tripped backwards. The girls landed on the wooden floor with a loud thud, and the old floor creaked under their weight like it was going to break.

_Hurry up! Hide by the well,_

_Careful witches don't put you under a spell!_

Once more, Gobber cast the shadows of witches upon some of the nearby candles, making it appear like there truly were witches hidden somewhere, waiting for a chance to snatch up the girls.

_Hide in the bushes are they near?_

_Were-wolves they know how to smell your fear!_

Coincidentally, a dog from outside let out a hurtful howl, further startling the dancers. It was like Gobber knew what was going to happen, as if he had planned this cruel joke from the beginning, but that couldn't be, could it?

_Close your eyes, don't look up._

_HERE COMES A GOBLIN TO GOBBLE YOU UP!_

With one last cackle, Gobber jumped unto one of the beds, just behind the chest where some of the candles were lit up, his entire shadow projecting with the shape of a great goblin reaching out for every girl in the room, sending them into one more fit of screaming.

Before he could continue with his psychological torment upon the young dancers, Madame Gothi walked into the room with a look that could be compared to that of the devil himself glaring upon an insect. She took the towel from the much taller man and tossed it away, all while giving him an ire-filled glare.

"Those who speak of what they know find, too late, that prudent silence is wise." She said, turning around to see the rest of the girls flinch like they had done something wrong before twirling her head around to face Gobber once more. "Gobber Roter, hold your tongue!" With one last warning glare, the old woman, taking the lasso Gobber had earlier used to frighten the dancers, with one wring of her seemingly-fragile wrist sent it flying through the air and into Gobber's neck. "Keep your hand at the level of your eyes!"

* * *

><p>"COULDN'T YOU HAVE KEPT HER AT THE SIGHT OF YOUR EYES?!" Voltaire's roar nearly sent both Muk and Silk flying against the wall. The Skrill was sending sparks of electricity all around him, his scales were cackling with lighting, making his usually calm demeanor look like nothing but a mask to cover his true nature. While he never liked to solve things by the use of violence, when it was about Snowdrop, he was capable of anything.<p>

Even Nighthawk could do nothing about Voltaire's wrath. He was inwardly terrified, in fact, hiding behind the couch to escape from the lighting bolts the Skrill was emanating. As soon as Muk and Silk had returned and explained they lost Snowdrop, Nighthawk sent Shack, One-eye and Glump to search for any clues of where she could have wandered. Oh, how he envied them.

"Voltaire, calm down!" Silk shouted. "Snowdrop couldn't have gone far! She's just a hatchling, she is not strong enough to-"

"That's my point! She's just a hatchling! We don't know where she is, or if she's safe!"

"Come on, Voltaire! What could possibly happen to her? She is probably still inside the opera house!"

"Wait, I think I get what he's trying to say." Muk finally spoke, gathering the courage to peek his head from behind Silk's body. "If she were to trip out from the passages, and she was found by any of the stagehands, it'll be a complete disaster!"

"You don't get it, do you?" Voltaire snapped once more, ignoring the Goblin's attempts to calm him down. "It's not only about the stagehands, it's about Count Dagur! Have you forgotten he is always looking for new 'additions' to his dragon collection? Have you forgotten he once tried to buy the other Night Fury from the stable boy?!"

"Toothless was his name, I think."

"I agree with Voltaire on that one." Nighthawk was finally able to speak from behind the couch. "If Dagur were to see Snowdrop, he would do anything to get those sticky hands of his on her. The sooner we find her, the better."

Just as the Poisonous Whiptail was done talking, Glump and Shack returned, their faces overcome with worry, as the Terrible Terror was the first to speak.

"Bad news, we found no trace of her in the rooftop passages."

Voltaire's cackling ceased, but the look of worry and fear was still present on his half-disfigured face. The few times he had actually been angry, his body always became alight with electricity, characteristic of his species; there were a few times he used them to grill the fish, instead of fire. He liked the taste of 'electrified' fish.

"She was not in the boxes, either." Glump added as he wiped sweat away from his face, the two long bangs of red hair slightly humid. "Well, she wouldn't be able to go into one, anyway."

"Has One-Eye returned yet?"

Nighthawk shook his head. "No, he hasn't. I hope he has better luck than you did."

Voltaire hissed at Silk and Muk once more. "I still can't believe it! How could you two lose her?!"

Finally, it was Muk's turn to snap. "Would you stop asking it, for goodness sake?! We've already told you! We were watching Count Dagur drive away in his carriage, and when we turned she was gone! Or what? Do you want me to put a tracking method on her?!"

"That wouldn't be such a bad idea…" Shack muttered under his breath.

Muk and Glump's ears twitched as they heard the sound of footsteps coming their way. After a while, One-Eye rushed into the chamber, panting like he had just carried fifty tons of iron. There was a look of utter terror on his eyes.

"Guys, I'm afraid we may have a problem!" he panted.

"Let me guess!" Silk sighed. "You didn't find Snowdrop."

One-Eye shook his head frantically. "On the contrary! I found her, but-"

Voltaire abruptly pushed Shack and Glump aside –once again unknowingly- to and nearly roared at One-Eye's face. "Why is she not with you, then?! Where is she?!"

"Don't worry, apology accepted!" Shack growled as he and Glump stood back up, the latter with Muk's help.

"That's the thing I wanted to tell you about!" One-Eye hissed, stepping back from Voltaire in case the Skrill started sparking up again. "I'm afraid… someone got ahead of me."

He was not prepared for everyone present yelling a simultaneous 'WHAT?!'

"Who? Who found her before you did?!" This time it was Nighthawk who grew alarmed. This was very grave! They had not yet spoken to Snowdrop about the Taboo, the Unbreakable Law, she did not know it was strictly forbidden to speak to humans. If a human found her and she spoke they would be in hot water. All of them.

"Before you keep roaring at me, don't worry, all of you. It was not a human that found her." The dragons let out a sigh of relief. "It was Toothless."

….

One-Eye covered his ears for what was coming.

WHAT?!
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Chapter 6

Stormfly didn't return until next day, carrying Hiccup and, _reluctantly_, Snotlout. The first thing Hiccup did upon arriving was to go and check on the other dragons. The rest of the people working at the stable, on the animals' side, started complaining about Toothless as soon as he put a foot inside. A stout man in his thirties in charge of the horses, Mulch, stated that Toothless would let no one approach his box, acting as if he was protecting something.

Then, as always, Snotlout had to add insult to injury.

"I knew that dragon had a dark side! Ha!" he sneered. "Can we sell him now?"

Hiccup smacked his forehead in frustration. "For the hundredth time, no! Toothless it's not for sale!"

"Come on, Hiccup! Why keep such an aggressive dragon when you could easily get rid of him?"

"Well, I'd like to ask you the same about that hay coat you bought yesterday."

Snotlout scoffed incensed. "Why you-! How dare you say such a thing about my new coat! For what I paid for, it is purely and genuinely made of- ACHOO!" Snotlout let out the tenth sneeze that day. "… Unique." Snotlout sniffed the air when he caught the scent of something burning. "Hey, I think someone left the stove burning."

Hiccup was about to reply when he saw smoke rising from behind Snotlout's hay coat. And judging by the grin on Stormfly's face…

"Snotlout, I think you should take that coat off."

"Again with that! I'm not taking this finely made- Seriously, someone put off that damn stove!" Snotlout sniffed the air once more. When he looked backwards, he saw nothing more than Stormfly and a small flame on the back of his coat- Wait, what?!

Hiccup and Stormfly snickered when Snotlout panicked and ran around the stable in search of water. The both of them walked towards the dragon stables, where Hookfang, Meatlug and Barf and Belch were all around Toothless's box. When they took notice of Hiccup's presence, various scaly snouts and tongues brushed against the stable boy's face. Hiccup gently pushed them away with a grin, and walked towards the Night Fury's box

However, Toothless took a defensive posture over something, gently growling at his human master, telling him not to come any closer. Hiccup lifted up his hands in the defensive.

"What's wrong, bud? It's me, Hiccup. Why are you acting like this?" Hiccup tried to get closer, but Toothless growled louder and leaned against the wall. However, Hiccup managed to hear a low whining and purring noise coming from beneath him. His surprise augmented when a little speck of white peeked from under the Night Fury. Curious red eyes were staring up at him, pupils perfect ovals.

"What do you have there, bud?"

Toothless knew there was nothing else he could do. Snowdrop slid away from underneath his protective shadow and hear ears perked up. Luckily, he had explained her about the Unbreakable Law and that she could not speak the human tongue in presence of a human. Much to his surprise, she had never seen a human this close before; apparently, the dragons she lived hadn't had precisely _fond_ experiences with humans before.

Hiccup was amazed at what he saw. An albino Night Fury. He never thought he would live to encounter one; finding a Night Fury of a different coloration rather than the usual black color was a lifetime event. But then came the question, where did she come from? Where had Toothless gotten her?

"Hello there, little guy." Hiccup placed a hand on Snowdrop's head with a small smile. "How did you get here?"

Snowdrop was about to reply before she remembered the talk Toothless gave her a little while ago. So her reply was a simple purring noise. She had never being stroked by a human before, so the feeling was rather awkward, but after a while she came to like it; so much that her little tail started wagging. Hiccup chuckles at her antics.

Stormfly remained frozen in shock and horror all the time. Hookfang was the first to notice, but for the time being, he said nothing.

"Well, bud, do you mind if I took her for a little while?"

Stormfly reacted instantly as soon as those words left Hiccup's lips. She quickly but gently pushed Hiccup away from Snowdrop, picked her up by the tail and rushed to her own box. The rest of the dragons stared incredulously at her, but Hiccup's dumbfounded stared overshadows them all. Why would Stormfly take the albino hatchling away just like that? IT was just as if she already knew it, but that couldn't be… could it?

"Stormfly?" Hiccup walked closer to the Deadly Nadder, but she _snapped_ at _him_. She had never snapped at Hiccup in her entire life, but this hatchling meant something to her, he was sure. With a sigh of defeat, Hiccup nodded his head. "Okay, girl. I'll leave him with you, but still I have to check up on his health and find out where he came from. Speaking of which, I almost forgot you guys must be really hungry." Saying this, Hiccup walked away to fetch the dragons' daily meal.

All slit pupils fell on Stormfly.

"Aunt Stormy!" Snowdrop wrapped her paws around Stormfly's leg.

Barf whispered. "Aunt…"

"… Stormy?" Belch finished.

Stormfly said nothing.

"Is there something you have you say, Stormfly?" Toothless set his accusing eyes on her.

She remained silent.

"She's told us about the other dragons… and Goblins." Hookfang finished.

Stormfly froze. There was no way out of it. They knew.

"Well?" Toothless pressed on.

"If I tell you, they'll be angry with me. I promised them I would not tell anydragon, they are very secretive about it."

"Well, there's not much we don't already know." Meatlug replied softly. "How did you meet them?"

"And how did they get here?" Hookfang added

Stormfly looked down. She would regret this.

"Where do I begin?"

* * *

><p>"Heather, I must implore that I stay-"<p>

Heather groaned and gave Francois the cruelest of looks. "Be gone! I have many important matters to discuss with the Count and I do not need you breathing down my bodice!"

Count Dagur couldn't help but chuckle at the prima donna's words. He stood just outside Heather's dressing room with Francois blocking the entranceway. The young man was loyal, one could not deny that. IT amazed the Count that despite Heather's obvious displeasure for the man, he still willingly remained her lap dog.

Francois continued to glance back and forth between Dagur and Heather with unease. He didn't like it when this man came for visits. He didn't care that the man was rich, or that he was the reason both he and Heather had jobs at the Paris Opera House. He saw the way his lovely Heather looked at the man, and vice versa.

Heather sighed and realized it was time to resort to other necessary battle moves. "Francois," she said in a sweet manipulative voice. "Why do you worry? DO you think my virtue us in danger it I allow the Count into my dressing room?"

Francois bit his lips and shifted back and forth a little, glancing at the Count with slight distrust. Heather smiled and reached out to caress the tenor's face. "I admire your chivalry. You truly are my knight in shining armor." Her voice was dripping with fake sweetness, yet Francois was enamoured.

He was cracking. "I assure you I will be quite safe… And I will cry out if I am in need… but I will be perfectly fine. And knowing you are near warms my heart and fills me with such.." she leaned close and planted a soft meek kiss on the tenor's lips. "…Passion."

She had won. Francois melted away from the dressing room door an smiled bashfully at his lady love. She smiled back and winked at him, while she disappeared into the room, the Count merely smirking behind her. The second they had entered the dressing room, she slammed the door shut, locked it, and began to spit. "Eh! The stench of him is all over me. I'll have to burn this dress!"

The count continued to smirk, placing his hat on her dressing table. "He's quite attached to you, more than I ever see… and quite suspicious…"

Heather groaned. "Do not remind me! And to think… I have to kiss him in the opera we are performing!"

She squealed when she felt to powerful hands grab her by the shoulders and twirled her around. She found herself pressed to the Count's body, and she went limp the second she felt his hard frame mold to her own. "How will I be able to control myself then? Seeing you on stage with him…" one of his hands went up to her hair and began to pull the pins out, causing the black curls to fall across her shoulders. "… in his arms…" his hands moved to her skirts and he began to hike them up to her hips. "… kissing him…" his lips captured hers and she melted even more, returning the passionate kiss and clawing at his dress coat.

The Count pulled back immediately. "Careful!" he hissed, removing her hands and looking at the coat to make sure it wasn't damaged. "This was quite expensive, I'll have you know."

Heather pouted and folded her arms crossly as he carefully removed the coat from his body. "I don't seem to recall you ever feeling a need to be careful with my expensive gowns!"

Dagur grinned, and purposely placed his coat on top of a large white box that was sitting at the chair before her dressing table. Heather's eyes followed where his coat went, and she looked at him for confirmation. When he nodded, she squealed happily and tore at the box like a girl at Christmas- He had to carefully remove the coat again.

"OH! Monsieur, it is most beautiful…" she whispered, pulling the elegant gown from the box. It was pink, with blue ruffles and black lace. There was a billowy train and a very low neckline that glittered with black and pink sequins. Most people would look at such gown and find it atrocious, however the Count had long since learned that Heather's taste in fashion was just that.

"Now you can truly burn that gown," he chuckled, coming closer to place kisses on the back of Heather's neck while his expert hands began to undo the buttons on her present dress.

Heather whimpered at his touch and leaned back against him. "It has been far too long monsieur since out last encounter… I was beginning to think you had forgotten me…"

"You?" he said with mock horror. "Never…" while one hand continued to undo the buttons, the other climbed higher and began to sink beneath the bodice of her dress. She moaned when his lips tickled her ear as he nibbled the lobe slightly. "Now…I have a favor to ask of you…"

"Mmmmmmmmmm…a-a-a-anything…" she whimpered, leaning back and purposely pushing her lush bottom against him. He groaned at the movement, but years of experience had taught him self-control.

"Good girl…" he hissed, biting her neck briefly, while his other hand moved to lift up her skirts. "I want you to tell me…" her skirts were up to her thighs. "…Everything you can…" he pushed the stockings and garters down. "…About Astrid…"

Heather's eyes flew open and she pushed the Count's hands away before tearing herself away from his body. "WHAT?"

Dagur sighed and closed his eyes momentarily to prepare himself for the shrieks that were to follow.

"WHY THE HELL DO YOU WANT TO KNOW ANYTHING ABOUT HER? SHE'S GARBAGE, SHE'S SLIME, SHE'S-"

"Be quiet!" The Count snapped. "Do you want all of Paris to hear you?"

The fire in Heather's eyes grew wilder. "BUCK PARIS! I DON'T CARE IF ALL OF FRANCE HEARS ME! ANSWER ME WHY YOU WANT TO KNOW!"

The Count stared back at Heather, eager to wrap his hands around the soprano's pretty neck and snap it in two. However, he knew the best way to handle situations like this was not to lose one's temper. And he too could play the same games that Heather played on Francois.

"My sweet, I am only interested in knowing what all is going on in my theater," he crooned, putting on his most charming smile and slowly walking towards her. He hoped the passion that filled his eyes would weaken her..

However, the Count realized it would take more coaxing, as Heather was having none of it. "I am not a fool, Dagur!" she snapped, using his first name. "You think I know nothing about your infamous reputation? You think I know nothing about the many chorus girls and dancers you've bedded? You think I don't know that one of the main reasons you patronize the Opera House is so you can be assured of a pretty young face, with a mouth wide and open and willing-"

* * *

><p><strong>Authors note:<strong> There is sex right after you finish this sentence, if you want to avoid it please go past the lines.

* * *

><p>"That was BEFORE I met you!" Dagur lied, coming to her in two strides. "I will not deny my past, but the moment I saw you perform on stage and heard your voice, you alone are the only woman I think about, dream about…" his hand sneaked down to the hem of her skirts and began to lift them once again. "…and want to buck till the sun comes up…"<p>

Heather melted slightly to his words, especially as she felt his hand move under the skirts and softly brush her thigh. Still, she tried to show some self-control. "W-w-why then do you care about her…" she whimpered, her lips going dry as she felt his hands inch closer.

Dagur grinned as he could tell he was winning this battle. "My dear, have you not being saying that Astrid has being annoying you lately?" His lips brushed against hers as his hands had their fun.

Heather moaned and melted even more, licking her lips and trembling beneath his touch. "T-t-that is true…"

"Yes, it is…and you're not happy…" Heather was gripping the dressing table and pressing against his body. "I only want to make you happy Heather…I only want to give you pleasure…" He could see from the expression on her face that she would tell him anything so long as he didn't stop.

She couldn't take it anymore. "S-s-she likes d-d-dragons…oooOOooOOoohhhh and jewels!" she shouted, throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him passionately, while he lifted her body with one arm, and the other cleared the dressing table before placing her down on top of it.

* * *

><p>"Thank…you…my…dear…you…will…not…regret…it!"<p>

Nor would he, he mused to himself. Already, he was imagining the pretty understudy as the one before him, But as he had learned, from the time his father had taken him to a brothel at the age of 14 to "make a man out of him", any woman could be easily bought at the right price. Sometimes it took money, sometimes jewels or other expensive gifts, sometimes even words of affection and love; but every woman had a price, and it only took Count Dagur little time to learn what it was, before luring a girl to his bed. Heather definitely suited his purposes; he knew she was once a star in Italy, and with the right publicity, he could make her a star in France and get more money into his pockets. And if that meant having to come every now and then and listen to her litany of complaints before finally moving onto "normal business", as he referred it, then so be it. Whatever it took for him to get what he wanted.

He smiled at his own reflection in the mirror. He continued to look at himself, thinking of all the wealth he was acquiring from Heather's so-called talents, thinking of his next escapade: bedding Astrid. She was young, full of city virtue; he loved breaking virgins in. But he had to admit, Astrid was hard to impress; she would always cleverly look for a excuse to leave when he was present, and none of his gifts seemed to be gaining any terrain. She always hid her thoughts behind a mask of cold indifference, but she would eventually surrender to him. She would be a most eager student, he grinned. Yes, he would soon seduce her to his bed, and gain much pleasure for himself from her. Heather was business, but Astrid would be his pleasure. And he loved mixing the two together. He thought all these things while he smiled at his own reflection.

* * *

><p>Astrid brushed her hair softly, looking at her reflection in the mirror. She had the feeling something was watching her, but that was not possible, there was no place from where anyone could be spying on her. Her door was closed and locked shut to prevent Gobber from 'researching'; there were no windows open from where anyone could be peering in to see her when she got changed. She had to get dressed soon, but the feeling of dread wouldn't go away. Astrid reassured herself as she put her brush down.<p>

"Okay, Astrid, calm down." She whispered to herself as she gained an air of confidence around herself. "What am I worrying so much about? It's not like there's some pervert hidden in some passageway spying at me!"

Muk chuckled at his blonde angel's words.

Unbetsknown to anyone, the mirror in Astrid's room was some sort of door into the secret passages of the Opera House. From his side he could clearly see into Astrid's room, but on the other side it looked like any other mirror.

He was deeply grateful to whoever had made this secret passage.

He had been watching her for a while now, since last night, actually, to get away from Voltaire's electrical attacks. After learning Snowdrop's whereabouts, he had wanted to literally storm outside and bring her back, but Nighthawk convinced him otherwise, instead sending Muk, Glump and One-eye to wait for the right time to snatch Snowdrop from the stable dragons. Muk had managed to sneak away from them, however, wanting to take a peek at his beloved Astrid. When Astrid lifted the skirts of her sleeping gown and lifted it up to take it off…

Muk stared at her with thin, raised ears as she took her sleeping gown off (but she still had her brassiere and underwear on). Those lovely curves, her beautiful legs, the blonde curls cascading from her head…

God in heaven, what a torture! Being to close to her, yet unable to lay a hand on her. He was _dying_ to touch her, to _feel _her…

In his entire life, Muk had come into contact with females before, but never a human. The females of the Goblin race were not very attractive, (in human terms, at least), but they were god in bed, they were! Yes, there were females back in _that_ place, but they were not as exploited since they were not as strong or sturdy as males were. However, Goblins needed comfort every now and then.

Muk used to think human males and females were identical, but after escaping, he was proven wrong when he and Glump encountered a young peasant girl looking for wild berries. He had been curious as to the body shape of women ever since.

But Astrid had perfection written in every inch of her body.

Muk let out a sad sigh. He died to run his hands against Astrid's beautiful, stunning curve unlike the rather abrupt body shapes of female goblins. He longed to feel her soft, pink skin contrasting the rough, sometimes even scaly skin of the goblins. When he opened his eyes again, he noticed that Astrid had already gotten dressed; she was wearing a beautiful sky blue gown with light yellow trimming, and trimmed pink flowers on the skirt. Her blonde hair was tied up in a ponytail, unlike the long braid she usually had.

A great hand came from behind the Goblin and covered his mouth while a long arm took hold of his waist. Muk panicked momentarily, but soon recognized Glump's hold. Muk let out muffled protests as Glump dragged him away from the mirror passage. When they were in the middle of a dark corridor, Glump spoke. "Sorry for that, Muk, but you know One-Eye doesn't like to get an inch near humans, no matter how attractive they look."

One-Eye descended from the wooden rafts above. "Seriously, Muk, what did you see in that human?"

Muk angrily freed himself from Glump's grasp. "What was that for?! And why isn't Snowdrop with you?"

Glump gulped. "Well, we wanted to take her back when the other dragons were still sleeping, but when we got there they were already awake."

"Not only that, you know!" One-Eye snapped. "Snowdrop has a big mouth! She spilled the beans about us!"

Muk's heart stopped.

"Spilled the beans? What do you mean?"

"She's told them that we live here, and I don't like to say this, but Stormfly had no other choice to tell them as well. Hiccup wanted to take Snowdrop to examine her, but Stormfly intervened and took her to her box. That's when they figured that Stormfly knew something, and that's it!"

"I suppose we should tell Nighthawk about this." Glump concluded. "After all, Stormfly will take Snowdrop back, anyway, and surely one of the stable dragons will want to accompany her."

"Now that you mention it, we have to convince him not to shred Stormfly for divulging the secret."

Muk shook his head. "It wasn't her fault, in reality. We never told Snowdrop to keep secret about us living here, so he can't blame Stormfly nor Snowdrop at all."

… Or could he?

* * *

><p>"So, let me guess this straight." Toothless was pacing around the stable, ignoring the awkward looks the rest of the workers were giving him. "They have been living here for four years, they are responsible for the missing food and props, and you never told us anything?" He sounded quite hurt as he gave Stormfly an accusing stare. "I thought we were friends!"<p>

Stormfly was looking down in shame. "I'm so sorry, everyone, but I gave them my word that I would never say a word about them. I couldn't betray their trust.

Meatlug would have crossed her arms if they were long enough to reach for the other. "But you sure as hell betrayed _ours_!" Her pupils grew dilated. "But I kind of don't understand."

Barf sighed in frustration. "She knew those dragons were living here all the time."

·… And she did not trust us enough to tell us!" Belch finished.

"That's enough, all of you!" Hookfang snapped, and would have flared up if he hadn't learned to control his fire coat years ago. "She had no choice! A promise is a promise. She couldn't tell us even if she wanted to!"

Stormfly would have rolled her eyes, but preferred not to. She was thankful to Hookfang for defending her, but she didn't like others to think she needed bug, bad Hookfang to defend her honor when she could as well do it herself.

"Aunt Stormy, when will I go back?" Snowdrop asked innocently from the Deadly Nadder's feet. "I miss Volty and Glump."

Stormfly smiled as she gently nuzzled the white fury's head. "Don't worry, dearie. Once the humans are all hone, I will take you back."

"Say, Stormfly…" Toothless spoke, having calmed down a little. "Do you think you could take me with you? I'd like to meet those friends of yours."

Stormfly quickly got on the defensive. "No, I can't do that! Nighthawk will kill me if I do that!"

Hookfang gulped at the thought of that beast beheading his beloved Stormfly. "Is he that bad?"

"No! It's not that…" Stormfly looked away. "It's just that he has gone through so much, all of them have. They didn't precisely have fond experiences with humans, their trust has been taken over by their fear. And just to tell you… they escaped rom a carnival."

Meatlug tilted her head. "So? What if they know a few tricks?"

Suddenly, Stormfly jumped to her feet and flared her wings, startling every dragon present, including Snowdrop. "You don't get it! They're not that kind of dragons! They escaped from a _freak_ fair! They had members cut off, they were shipped mercilessly, and they were damaged psychologically as well!"

"What about the Goblins?" Hookfang inquired. "I heard Gobber speaking about them once. They originate from Scotland, Ireland and England mountain ranges! However did they get to France?"

"Not to mention they do not like urban areas, it's too noisy for their liking." Belch added.

"I'm afraid there's not much I can tell you about them. Muk and Glump arrived shortly before Nighthawk and the others, I never heard where they had come from. But judging by the whip marks on Muk's back, I can tell he and Glump escaped from a similar place."

"Please, Stormfly." Toothless pressed on. "I need to talk to them, I want to ask them a few questions, that's all."

"Hey, and since you're at it, you could describe us what kind of deformities they have." Barf and Belch chuckled simultaneously, but their laughter changed into yelps when Hookfang bumped their heads with his wings.

"Toothless, if I took you there, you would have to be very careful. They do not like when others stare at their…" Stormfly struggled to find an appropriate word. "… Unnatural traits. I learned it the hard way the first times I went down there."

Toothless nodded. "I understand the risk, and I'll accept it. Besides, I want to bid little Snowdrop good bye, in case we never get to see each other again."

"I don't think so!" Snowdrop replied, staring up at the older Night Fury. "I could ask Nitawk to let you all visit. I like you, Toothy."

All the dragons chuckled at Toothless' new nickname, even Toothless found it funny, but Stormfly said nothing. Would it be safe to take Toothless with her to take Snowdrop back to the underworld of the dragons'? Nighthawk would be angry, that was for sure, and One-Eye would have one of his 'panic attacks'. But on the other wing, Voltaire was much more friendly, he would surely understand and would try to reason with the rest. Still, she couldn't help but worry. But the Deadly Nader also knew Toothless was very determined when he was set on something, and he would surely follow her to find one of the secret passage ways if she told him no, anyway.

…

"… Very well."
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There was an uproar about an hour later.

Fishlegs and Ruffnut ran over to Mildew's office and told him they had made a rather disturbing discovery; behind one of the walls backstage, when Antoinette asked Fishlegs to check if there were any mice behind the walls –she and the other dancers had been hearing strange sounds coming from within it-, he used a pole to knock against the wall in order to try and make the rodent sneak out through a hole. But much to everyone's shock and horror, the wall collapsed and tons of bones from animals long decayed fell out from a secret compartment, thought to have been sealed long ago. Rests of sheep, fish, fowl, and even what seemed to be rests of a cow were identified.

This discovery caused utter terror in every staff working at the Opera House, who now were sure not only that the specters roaming the place were real, but that they were of flesh and bone. When Count Dagur walked out of Heather's dressing room, the police were already there. When he asked what the police was doing there, Gobber explained the whole ordeal, which he took undoubtedly as a sign that the rumors were true. In fact, they opened a new file in the archives, labeled as _Non-identified Creatures_. Once Dagur saw the pile of bones, there was nothing he could say to counter it. However, he would never admit outloud that he was starting to think there were actually ghouls living in the Opera House. Instead, he opted to drag Mildew to the office to talk about it in private, with no interruptions.

"Do you believe me now?" Mildew was yelling at the top of his lungs as Dagur closed the door behind them. "Those bones are proof that Gobber's stories must be real! Who else would have placed all of those skeletons in that wall?!"

"Would you lower your voice?!" Dagur snapped. "Do you want everyone to hear you?! But I must admit," Dagur's tone changed from annoyance to suspicion as he rubbed his chin in thought. "Those bones are sure a disturbing discovery that no person in their sanity would do. Not that anyone knew, from what that Fishlegs guy said they had never seen anyone open up that wall, put rests in there and seal it up again."

"That's not all, Monsieur!" Mildew gulped, fidgeting with his tie. "The pranks on Mademoiselle Heather have been much more aggressive as of late. This morning we found a venomous snake among her dresses, we were lucky to find it before Mademoiselle Heather did or we would have never heard the end of it." Mildew started to sweat when the Count's gaze hardened up once more. "And many of the staff have reported to see strange creatures at night-"

"What?!" Dagur was taken off guard by that statement. "And why did you not tell me that, you incompetent!" He was supposed to know _everything_ that happened in the Opera House, and the manager had the dare to hide it from _him_!

Mildew stepped back in fear. "Well, Monsieur, since you have never believed in such superstitious things, I assumed it would not be of your interest."

"Mildew, _everything_ that happens in _my_ Opera House _is_ of my interest, no matter if it's gossip, superstition or rumors. If one of the dancers twists her knee during a rehearsal, you _tell_ me." Dagur took one menacing step towards the old man. "If a zeppelin falls on top of the roof of my Opera House, you _tell_ me." The Count's usually calm and refined exterior was giving in to his true, apparent bestial nature. "If a goddamned dragon rampages against a giant octopus on stage, you _TELL_ ME! Now if you don't tell me right now what has been happening in my Opera House, I'll send you to the streets with one snap of my fingers!"

Mildew gulped, knowing the Count was capable of fulfilling such threat. Not only that, he would most likely make sure every other Opera House in Europe would never hire him as well. Disobeying the Count's orders was playing with fire. With a sigh of both resignation and terror, Mildew spoke. "The chorus girls and the dancers reported that they saw a glimpse of a large creature in the upper rafts last week. Gobber said that he had woken up two months ago with black hairs not belonging to any of the girls were all over his blanket. When he sent them to la lab for investigation, they told them the hairs were not…" Mildew gulped. "… human. They compared the hair with many non-human beings, and the only match they found was with Goblin hair."

"Goblin hair?" Dagur scoffed. "That's all? All of this scandal just because of miners' tales?"

But… maybe he could use the situation to his advantage. After all, if there were actual Goblins in the Opera House, and if he managed to get rid of them, he would be seen as a hero by the staff, and Mademoiselle Astrid would be so impressed she would finally fall for his charms. Not only that, but he had heard that mining companies were starting to capture Goblins, or offered a high price for them to have workers for their mines. The reason was not very hard to understand; while human miners could easily be killed by collapses or falling rocks, Goblins were already accustomed to the rough environment that were the mines, not to mention they could find their way through those dark tunnels with a terrifying easiness. Maybe one of those mining companies would buy the Goblins for a reasonable price.

It would be killing two birds with one stone.

"Well, on the other hand, we could benefit from these said Goblins if we play our cards right." Dagur finally spoke. "First of all, we should gather enough evidence that there are Goblins at the Opera House, then we'll do a press conference to reassure the people. But for now, dear Mildew." Dagur mockingly patted Mildew's shoulder. "Keep your ears open for any kind of strange incidents like those."

While Dagur and Mildew discussed their 'business', Astrid's curiosity got the better of her, and she walked out of her dressing room to take a look at the pile of bones. The police officers were interrogating the stagehands in case they had seen something off in the past days, but they had left yellow tape to prevent anyone from trespassing and destroying the evidence. Who could have done such a thing without being seen? Maybe this truly meant that the rumors about the roaming creatures were… true.

"Hey, look at this!"

Astrid rolled her eyes when she recognized Snotlout's voice. She twirled her head around and spotted the dim-witted boy (as she always put it) looking around for any sign of the officers, then grabbing one of the skulls and fitting his hands into it. Snotlout then turned around towards a group of stagehands, Fishlegs among them. "Look at me! I'm a big, bad Goblin and I'm going to gobble animals up!" he shook his hands in a manner playing with the skulls like a puppeteer.

The stagehands laughed by the joke, but Fishlegs commented. "I don't think you should mess with the dead's rests."

"Please! They were just dumb animals! What are they going to do? Come from beyond the grave to haunt me?" Snotlout replied with a mocking laugh.

Hiccup left the basket of fish on the floor, stomped towards his cousin and snatched the skulls from his hands to toss them back into the pile. "Well, if you leave your fingerprints on the evidence, the police will come beyond the grave to arrest you."

Snotlout rolled his eyes. "Oh, and there we go again with the 'that's not the right thing to do' speech, courtesy from Hiccup."

Astrid smirked. She could have some fun with this.

"So, do you really think there are creatures in here?" she asked with all the naturality in the world as she approached the group.

Immediately, the stagehands minus Fishlegs skipped away. When Astrid had that look on her eyes, she was going to give someone a verbal joke. While she was usually friendly and sweet with those near her, for some reason Snotlout seemed to be the exception to the rule. Her relationship with Hiccup was neither too good or two bad, but the two sides' often fought for territory', as he put it.

"Me? Ha! A brilliant person such as I would never believe fairytales like that!" Snotlout stuck out his chest in an attempt to impress Astrid. "Only a fool would believe in such nonsense."

"Then why when you went to fetch something Hiccup asked you to get you put on one of the armors meant for medieval scenes and took a broom to protect yourself from said beings?"

Hiccup chuckled when Snotlout turned around to face Fishlegs and threw a silent tantrum at the stagehand, who lifted his arms defensively in case Snotlout attempted to do something.

"Well, Mademoiselle, I can't say I don't believe in fairies and those things. I've had encounters with a few in my childhood."

Astrid raised an eyebrow, her air of indifference still present. "You have?"

"Well, it's not that I didn't have any friends back then… Well, I didn't have human friends, but I had my father's dragons. They were so much better than a girl's company." Hiccup panicked when he noticed Astrid's gaze firing up. "Not that dragons are better than women! It's just I' not accustomed to being around them and-" Hiccup angrily smacked his forehead in frustration.

"Yes, I can see that clearly. I think being around dragons has started to affect your brain."

"Hey!" Hiccup took his hands to his hips; while he knew his place in the Opera House, that wouldn't mean he would withstand verbal taunting. "Dragons are as good companions as people!"

"As if. I'd like to see a dragon performing in an opera!"

"There are actual animals on stage in some performances, so you can't tell me dragons can't appear."

Astrid crossed her arms and smirked. "Tell you what. If you can get one of _your_ dragons to perform in an Opera, I'll let you and whomever you want to bring watch the performance in one of the boxes with the best champagne for _free."_

Snotlout pushed Hiccup abruptly aside, "The best champagne?"

Fishlegs joined in. "For free?"

"Well, it'd have to be before the next performance, if you have a talented dragon at all." Saying this, Astrid twirled around with a taunting grin on her lips, her blue dress dripping the ground slightly. Snotlout immediately grabbed Hiccup by the arm and lifted him up.

"What are you doing on the ground taking a nap?! We have to teach that Night Fury of yours to make some tricks!"

* * *

><p>The clang of the secret door closing behind them sounded like an iron gate that was locking them in. Toothless was silent for a moment, observing the never-ending darkness that stood before them. Snowdrop had wanted to return home much earlier, and so she asked Hookfang, Meatlug and Barf and Belch to block out the secret passage and make sure they were not seen while going through. While their night vision was flawless, they kept Snowdrop close, in case she tried to sneak away once more.<p>

Toothless was starting to have second thoughts about going down there, and wondered how Stormfly had managed to go through those passages without any trace of fear. Maybe she had grown accustomed to it; she said she has known of these dragons since four years ago, when she was in the equivalent of a young teen. The Night Fury took another deep breath, and followed Stormfly into the dark unknown.

Glump's ears twitched when he heard a distant, yet familiar sound. "She's here!" Glump cried out happily. His little sister was back, even though he knew Stormfly was surely bringing any of the other dragons down with her, it was Snowdrop he was eager to see.

Muk, who had fallen asleep not too long ago, twitched his ears in irritation at his friend's enthusiastic voice and rubbed his eyes. "She's back, Muk!" Glump exclaimed, grasping the smaller Goblin and twirling him around. "She's back home!"

Muk squealed when he felt his feet lift off the ground. "Glump! Put me down at once!" he cried, preferring to be dropped than crushed to death by the exuberant Goblin. He blushed and then immediately placed his friend back on the ground, but his grin never disappeared. Muk straightened himself. "I know you're happy about Snowdrop, but you're acting like a child, for goodness sake!"

Glump found himself grinning again. "Come on, Muk! Why do you have to be such a party pooper?"

Muk sighed, regretting to have taken Glump along with him and One-Eye in the first place, since now he wasn't hearing the end of it. "Would you stop? Right now we have more important things to-"

"WHAT?!" he shouted, his smile disappearing. "What could be more important than Snowdrop?"

Muk stared up at him, his brow furrowed, his thin but bushy black eyebrows twisted into a frown. It was not he did not care for Snowdrop, but it was Nighthawk he was worried about. How would he take it if Stormfly brought anyone with her?

"Nighthawk." He said, feeling his feet carrying him away from the cavern they had been occupying. Glump understood, his previously excited and even goofy behavior becoming grim. Muk was glad he was so happy –ever since he was forced to… abandon Helfer… he was never truly happy until they came to the Opera House, and he met Snowdrop- but his blood ran cold at the thought of the foreign dragon becoming a victim of Nighthawk's rage. "Come, Glump." He whispered. "Let's go."

In a further cavern, Silk sat by candlelight writing –yes, he could write as well- on music sheets of paper with a black pen in his mouth. One-eye was sitting a few feet away, sharpening his left claws on an old piece of leather. Now and then he would glance at the Changewing, rolling his eyes as he watched Silk ignore him completely.

"How much time have you been working on that bloody thing?" One-eye asked irritably. Silk made no comment. "Waste of time." One-eye grunted.

Without lifting his head, Silk muttered. "What you call a waste of time is actually one of the most refined an exceptional forms of art ever created."

One-Eye cast Silk an incredulous glare. "What's wrong with you?"

"You mean besides the countless times you mock me?" Silk muttered, without looking up.

"When have you seen a dragon writing an opera? Are you nuts?"

"Have I ever told you something like that about one of your hobbies?"

"That's because _my_ hobbies are normal for a dragon!" One-Eye replied sharply. "How did you even learn to write? I know you learned to read, but writing?!"

Silk sensed the Monstrous Nightmare was very tense. "You're still nervous about Stormfly, aren't you? You're afraid that she'll bring someone besides Snowdrop down."

One-Eye rolled his eyes and rose up, throwing his wings up in frustration. "Tell me, Silk, did you like the carnival? Did you like performing for those clops and being called names? Because I know I didn't! And I'm never going back there!"

Silk sighed. "Those dragons don't even know about the carnival."

"Then they know nothing about the world-"

"Nighthawk!"

The word was soft and distant, but it rang outloud and clear and both were silenced immediately upon hearing it.

"She's already here." One-Eye exclaimed, whirling his head towards the direction he head heard Stormfly's voice.

Silence, and then another call, this time much more lower. "Nitawk!" That was surely Snowdrop.

"She brought her back, and it doesn't sound like she brought anyone else."

One-Eye sighed in relief. "Thank heaven! I was freaking out that she would bring someone who would rat us out."

However, after a few seconds, another voice, unfamiliar this time, called out. "Excuse me! Is anyone in here?"

That was the straw.

"TOOTHLESS!" One-Eye exclaimed, his only eye widening in horror. "She did bring him?!"

"Quiet!" Silk ordered. Both he and One-eye moved to a crack in the cavern wall, peering out to see if the voices were coming from that direction.

"Yup, she brought Toothless as well as Snowdrop." Silk whispered.

"I THINK THAT IS PRETTY OBVIOUS!" One-Eye exploded. "WHAT I WANT TO KNOW IS WHY IN HELL DID SHE BRING HIM!"

Silk panicked and closed One-Eye's mouth shut. "Do you want all of Paris to hear you of what?!" He released the Monstrous Nightmare's snout.

"No… I… I'm not going back there… I'm never going back there!" One-Eye mumbled, stepping back frantically and stumbling.

"Get a hold of yourself!"

But it was no use. Despite Silk's attempt to calm him, One-Eye rose to his feet and immediately took off down a dark passage wailing for Nighthawk. Dam!

Stormfly heard One-Eye and Silk's argument, and One-Eye's outburst. She quickly looked back at Toothless. "Be careful, One-Eye is sure to bring Nighthawk, and he is not fond of outsiders." Toothless felt a shiver go down his spine.

"SNOWDROP!" The trio twirled around to the voice, and Toothless was astounded to find a Skrill standing in the way from one of the underground passages, his orange eyes set on him, his pupils almost invisible. But what frightened Toothless the most was the large burn-like scar on the left side of the Skrill's face.

Voltaire couldn't believe what he was seeing. Stormfly had brought Toothless with her, how could she? They trusted her, and this is how she repaid them? By giving them away? However, he was brought out of his thoughts when a little speck of white started rushing towards him.

"Volty!" Snowdrop cried out in happiness.

"SNOWDROP!"

Toothless momentarily panicked when the Skrill lunged at the white fury, but before he could intervene Stormfly held out a wing to stop him, then motioned him to look closely. Voltaire nuzzled at Snowdrop's head, a few tears forming in his eyes, like he was a father being reunited with his long-lost child.

"Don't you ever scare me like that again, young drady!" Voltaire cried out in joy as he rubbed his nose against Snowdrop's cheek.

"It was scary, Volty!" Snowdrop replied while nuzzling against the Skrill's chest. "But Toothless saved me and let me sleep with him!"

Voltaire lifted up his gaze to stare at the Night Fury. "He did?"

"Yay! He and the others are really nice!"

"Just to tell you, Stormfly had nothing to do with this. She did not reveal the secret, Snowdrop mentioned she lived in here, and when we asked her what she meant with that, she said others were living with her as well."

Voltaire said nothing for a while. He glanced at Snowdrop, then at Stormfly, and finally at Toothless. Maybe he was telling the truth, it made much more sense; they never told Snowdrop that she was not to tell anyone they were living underneath the Opera House, they were partly to blame as well.

Suddenly, Toothless was pinned to the ground by a blur of grayish purple, and pushing Stormfly aside. The Night Fury struggled to get free, but his attacker was much bigger and stronger than him. Toothless looked up, and met the ire-filled murderous stare of a Poisonous Whiptail. Toothless never thought he would never see one, these dragons were only found in Persia, and in a few places of the New World, or so he had heard.

But they were famous for being aggressive and territorial.

Nighthawk was hissing menacingly, his spines all bristled up, baring his venomous teeth, looking almost like the devil himself. He held Toothless down with his flesh leg, his wooden paw giving him a foothold. Toothless realized this Poisonous Whiptail lacked his right leg, instead having a wooden peg as a leg. He was completely frozen in fear; he had never been pinned to the ground so easily like this. Even Hookfang had trouble against him, but then again, Poisonous Whiptails were famous not only for their venom and aggressive behavior, but for their physical prowess as well. Just then, the rest of the catacomb's inhabitants rushed to the scene as soon as they heard the scuffling.

"Nighthawk, wait a second!" Voltaire called out for him.

"Kill him!" One-Eye snapped.

Shack snarled at the Monstrous Nightmare. "Shut the hell up, don't you see Snowdrop is here!"

"Who will you bet on?" Muk inquired.

"MUK!" Glump exclaimed in indignation.

"Nighthawk, do not go over the edge!" Silk cried out in fear fir the Night Fury's life.

"Nitawk, don't hurt Toothy!" Snowdrop wailed, but Voltaire prevented her from going any closer.

Stormfly was frozen in place, staring at the scene. Toothless was pinned to the ground, Nighthawk was on top of him, ready to kill him if he wanted to. Nighthawk arched up his neck and raised his neck, his fangs dripping with poison as he opened his mouth wide.

No.

The Serpent Bite.

Toothless closed his eyes shut, getting ready for the blow.

Nighthawk brought his fangs down.
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Chapter 8- Stories

**This chapter will center entirely in the dragons underground, and I will explain their background. The next chapter will be centered about the humans.**

* * *

><p>Toothless expected the killing blow, but it never came.<p>

When he opened his eyes once more to see what had happened with the upcoming bite that would have finished him off, but he found the fangs drenched in poison a few inches away from his face, giving him insight into the Poisonous Whiptail's throat. Nighthawk stopped his bite in mid-air when he heard Snowdrop plead to him not to kill the Night Fury. If she asked him not to harm Toothless, then he must have befriended in the short time she spent above the catacombs.

However, soon he panicked, and he swiftly rushed to a plant pod on one side of the cavern to dig his fangs into its trunk. Toothless stared at him like he had gone insane, but he retracted himself from that thought when he saw the plant's leaves change from the brightest green to the darkest black while breaking off the tips of the branches. The trunk followed suit, withering and changing to a dull dark brown within seconds.

It took one single minute for the plant to completely wither away.

Shack pretended to be sobbing as he spoke. "I'm going to miss that plant."

Toothless gulped at the thought that it could have been him who withered away instead of the small plant. Finally, he gathered the courage to speak. "What… was that for?" Toothless whispered, with a hint of fear.

His terror began again when Nighthawk turned to look at him; the hostility was not gone completely, but he had apparently cooled down to some degree. "My apologies." His voice was cold like frosted glass. "If I hadn't discharged my venom into that plant, I would be on the ground agonizing."

Toothless tilted his head in an almost hatchling-like way. "Excuse me?"

As always, Silk couldn't help but instinctively answering the question. "It's the catch of having the most powerful venom and poisonous bite in the whole dragon world. Once Poisonous Whiptails open their poison glands to drench their teeth, they have two minutes to release it, or they poison themselves." He explained, carefully approaching the Night Fury and sniffing him warily. "Hey, you stink of dirty hay."

Toothless was astonished to see the Changewing lacked a wing, and his _fake_ tail was seemingly sewn into his rear. But he remembered Stormfly's words, they did not like when people kept staring at their deformities, so the Night Fury opted to take his eyes off Silk quickly to take a look at the other dragons, for a few seconds at least. A Monstrous Nightmare with a peg and a handkerchief wrapped around his left eye, an unusually big Terrible Terror with blue and red eye, two Goblins, one skinny with black hair, tan brown skin and grayish lime green long pants and the other much bigger and brawnier with dark orange skin, brown hair and dark olive green pants.

One-Eye was getting more nervous every second the Night Fury spent there. "Nighthawk! Why didn't you kill him?!"

Stormfly hissed at him. "Would you knock if off, One-Eye?"

One-Eye glared back at her and let out a roar. "YOU SHUT UP! YOU BROUGHT HIM HERE WHEN YOU PROMISED YOU WOLD NOT TELL ANYONE ABOUT US, LIAR!"

"Shut it, One-Eye! Do not speak to Stormfly that way!" Voltaire got in the way between the Monstrous Nightmare and the Deadly Nadder before One-Eye could lunge at her, his scales sparking with electricity. "She is not to blame for this!"

"Yeah, One-Eye, quit it." Muk added, crossing his arms. "Besides, what did you expect to happen when we didn't even tell Snowdrop that she was not to speak about us?"

Shack scoffed in indignation. "So, you mean to say it is _our_ fault."

"Technically, yes."

Toothless tried to intervene, but Nighthawk held out a wing to stop him while shaking his head at him. But the Night Fury grew worried when the fighting started escalating. Nighthawk knew they were just panicking because of Toothless, however; it was nothing grave. One-eye was trading words with Voltaire, Muk was growling at Shack, Silk and Stormfly had somehow ended up fighting with each other. The only dragons not bickering were himself, Toothless, and Snowdrop, who had gone to Glump's side and clung to his leg, the Goblin picked her up and held her against him when the yelling got louder

"We should have never trusted her in the first place!"

"If you want to blame someone, blame Voltaire! He's the one in charge of Snowdrop's upbringing!"

"Wha-?! Oh, yeah! Blame me for everything! But where did she learn that kind of behavior!"

"Since when do you care about intruders that much, bat-ears!"

"Say that again! I dare you!"

Finally, One-Eye's roar out spoke the others' arguing. "I'M NOT GOING BACK TO THE CARNIVAL!"

Toothless's ears perked up. So it was true, they truly were from the carnival. Before he could ask them, however, he noticed the dragons out of sudden went silent and grim; One-eye quickly brought his claws to his snout in horror as soon as he had finished the last word. Even Stormfly's cold exterior disappeared and gave place to a fearful expression; eight pairs of anxiety-filled eyes were set on both him and Nighthawk, making Toothless shudder nervously.

"What's wrong?" he blurted out.

"Toothless…" Stormfly whispered almost inaudibly. "… Step away from Nighthawk right now…"

"Why?" Toothless glanced at the Poisonous Whiptail to check what she was talking about, but the expression on his face was… how to explain it, blank. Nighthawk was staring frontwards, his eyes open wide but his pupils so tiny they were almost invisible. He didn't blink once. "What's wrong with him?"

"It's happening again." Muk gulped.

"What?"

"Nighthawk has a little…" Silk looked down. "… problem with the word 'Carnival', we can't speak that word in front of him, or he… goes into a rampage."

Toothless felt a shiver run down his spine at "Rampage?"

"An emotional rampage." Voltaire added. "Nighthawk lived atrocious things at the Carnival, as well as us. At the very mention of the word, Nighthawk paralyzes for few minutes."

"And if you don't get away from him immediately, you'll regret it." Muk spoke up, shivering as the thought. "Believe me, Glump and I learned it the hard way when we first met."

One-Eye's eye widened. "He's blinked."

Toothless jumped away from Nighthawk, his pupils gone to slits. Suddenly, dark crimson red slowly oozed from the outer edges of the Poisonous Whiptail's eyes, until it completely choked out the lime-green.

Glump started unfastening his thick belt after letting Snowdrop back on the ground.

Almost immediately, Nighthawk's lips curled into a snarl. Before Toothless could react, Nighthawk swung his good paw towards him, just barely missing his shoulder with his sharp, dark claws.

Toothless jumped back, frightened. "Get back!" Stormfly cried, quickly rushing towards Toothless and pushing him away abruptly. "He's dangerous in that state!"

Nighthawk was growling viciously like a wild animal. His now-red eyes darted back and forth as foam formed on his lips, covering his gums. Then he spotted Shack. The Terrible Terror, realizing Nighthawk would not think reasonably in that state, lunged at him. Nighthawk, however, smacked him aside with his massive tail. He crashed into a wall, and slowly slid down.

"Shack!" Silk cried out. He leapt and stood protectively in front of the much smaller dragon. When Nighthawk walked too close, the Changewing snapped his teeth as a warning and swiped at him, scratching his nose. Snowdrop let out a scream of fright. Nighthawk stumbled backwards, growling in pain. Silk turned to Shack, who was smiling.

"My hero." He laid his head down onto his paws.

"No! Shack, no!" Silk cried in desperation. "Y-You can't die!"

"Gotcha!" Shack exclaimed laughing. "You fell for it!"

Silk scowled in indignation. "That was not funny! You could have really died!"

As they argued, Nighthawk's eyes targeted Snowdrop, who by then had gone into a corner to try and hide from his wrath. Voltaire quickly took notice, and he dashed in front of Snowdrop protectively, letting the electricity long-stored in his body unleash around him, just enough so that Nighthawk wouldn't come any closer to her. All the while, he wrapped his tail around Snowdrop protectively, and snarled at the Poisonous Whiptail.

Nighthawk panicked when he felt arms wrapping around his neck. Muk struggled to maintain himself on top of Nighthawk, who began to jump and thrash around violently like a wild horse attempting to throw a cowboy off its back. The Goblin's arms started to ache, and he felt himself sliding off.

"One-Eye!" he yelled. "Some help here!"

One-Eye lunged at Nighthawk, but in his trashing the Poisonous Whiptail smacked him in the snout, sending him a few steps back and making the handkerchief around his left eye slid off. The sight made Toothless step back in fear, and he nearly curled up into a ball and hide beneath his own wings to avoid seeing such a hideous wound.

With a loud roar, Nighthawk sent Muk flying against the wall with great force; Muk screamed with pain as he felt his right foot dislocate. He felt like it had been crushed by a giant rock, but his sturdy head didn't let him slip unto unconsciousness.

"MUK!" Glump tried to rush towards his wounded friend, but Nighthawk targeted him next. But One-eye lunged at him for a second time, only this time he caught Nighthawk by surprise and the two rolled around the floor, snapping at each other, with One-Eye barely avoiding Nighthawk's teeth. Stormfly and Voltaire went to the Monstrous Nightmare's aid, holding him down facing downwards. Stormfly pressed her foot against his head, Voltaire both of his talons on his tail, and One-Eye stepped into his back, pinning his wings and body to the ground. Nighthawk violently tried to shake them off, but he was no match for three heavy dragons, especially a Monstrous Nightmare.

"Glump, now!" Voltaire roared.

The Goblin rushed towards Nighthawk's head, belt in hand, and barely avoided a snap from him. Quickly, he wrapped his thick belt around Nighthawk's snout and fastened it to prevent him from biting anyone. Nighthawk was now letting out muffled snarls, growls and roars as he kept struggling against his captors. By then, Snowdrop was sobbing uncontrollably, this time against Muk.

"What do we do?!" Toothless snapped. "How can I help?!"

"Take Muk away!" Glump snapped, struggling to keep the belt in place around Nighthawk's snout. "Snowdrop too, since you're on it!"

Nodding, Toothless quickly towards the fallen Goblin- who was still clenching his teeth in pain- and gently pushed him into his back. "Over here!" Shack called out for the Night Fury, motioning him to follow him through a tunnel. Silk was holding Snowdrop in his mouth gently as he rushed into the tunnel, followed by Shack, and soon by the Night Fury.

* * *

><p>It seemed like hours.<p>

Snowdrop had calmed down, but Muk was in no good shape. His foot was dislocated, they needed to put it back in place, but they didn't know how to do it. Silk and Shack were worried about Nighthawk, it had been so long ever since he went feral. Four years ago, to be exact. Muk had been a victim of it when he mentioned 'Carnival' in front of Nighthawk for the first time, but that time he hadn't been hurt. Right then, Snowdrop was speaking in a rather-excited manner with Toothless. The Goblin himself said nothing since they had taken him to the cavern, not even one of complaint.

"So you like the Hunchback of Notre Dame?" he inquired. "Oh yes! I recall you told me you wanted me to narrate it before you went to sleep." He looked at Snowdrop with a warm smile and wondered how on earth could she remain such a pure and innocent creature after living at the Carnival.

Snowdrop plopped herself next to Muk, who was sitting on a blanket on the cavern floor. "Have you heard about it?" she asked, stuttering from her excitement.

Toothless smiled at her. "I confess I have never heard it."

"It's wonderful!" she exclaimed. "There's a hunchback bell ringer, he lives in the bell tower high above Paris… and a beautiful gypsy girl, she falls in love with him!"

Toothless's smile faded somewhat. While he had never heard the actual sorry, he had a feeling that was not how the story went. Truth to be, Hiccup once commented the hunchback died an Esmeralda fell in love with a handsome man. However, he also had a feeling Voltaire had 'altered' certain parts of the story for her. "It sounds lovely." Toothless whispered, feeling that he would enjoy Snowdrop's version much more than that Hugo guy's. "Perhaps one day you can tell it to me?"

Snowdrop blushed. "I… I am not good remembering long stories," she confessed, looking down at her paws. "But Silk is teaching me how to read!"

Toothless looked over his shoulder at the Changewing, who was sitting on a rock, with a small worn leather-bound book in his claws. "Silk reads a lot," Snowdrop explained. "He was taught by a g-gy…"

"Gypsy girl," Silk finished. Toothless's look of surprise gave him cause to smile. "There was a girl in the carnival who saw me not as a mindless beast, but a living being with brain and heart." He explained. "She snuck to my cage and read to me, and eventually I learned by looking at the words in her books and learning to identify them by simply looking at them."

Toothless perked up his ears at the revelation. "Just like Hiccup does." He whispered.

Silk's smile faded slightly. "Too bad by then my…" he struggled to say the word. "P-p- parents were not there. My father was a disfigured Changewing and my mother a hunchbacked Zippleback. But when I turned one year old, they were sold and I never heard from them again."

Toothless sympathized with the Changewing, he himself had no memories of his parents. "How did you come to be here?"

"We were in the carnival!" Snowdrop exclaimed. "But Nitawk, he-"

"Snowdrop!" Shack hissed, quickly quieting the hatchling, who bit her lip, realizing she was telling too much. Toothless had paled at Snowdrop's first words; a carnival. Had they… were they all on display? A surge of anger shot through him as he imagined poor Snowdrop with her sweet nature being forced to show off her glimmering white scales for the wealthy upper classes, and Silk with all his great intelligence, being reduced to less than an animal for the viewing pleasure of others. Truly… they were not the freaks of this world.

"Still here, I see." Came a low grumble from the shadows. "Toothless glanced up to see One-Eye emerge from the darkness, and even though his had his the cloth back around his missing eye, he felt a cold chill run down his spine. Of all the dragons, he was the one that still frightened him. Voltaire, Silk, Shack, Glump, Snowdrop had shown nothing but friendliness to him. Muk was nice, he could tell, if Snowdrop felt so comfortable around him, but One-Eye… One-Eye wanted nothing to do with him, and he was making it extremely plain.

"And here we go again." Muk finally spoke, rolling his eyes at the Monstrous Nightmare's harsh antics. He had asked Toothless to take him to the northwest cavern, the place the Night Fury soon learned was where he and Glump slept. The cavern had plush English rugs that aligned its floors, and pieces of beautiful cloth that hung from its walls. In the center of the room, there was a small fire pit with a kettle boiling over a healthy fire. There were two beds, each different as black and white. Glump's bed was a boat, with all the seats removed, replaced by blankets and pillows. Muk's bed was a hammock of deep green cloth that hung between two tall skinny boulders.

Out of all the dragons, One-Eye still caused Toothless's blood to run cold. Unlike the others, One-Eye's deformity was not one he was born with. Toothless flinched when he remembered the hideous gash he had seen when One-Eye's eye patch had fallen off, imagining the pain he must feel. Why would anyone do anything like that to oneself? He would never understand… and he could not see himself having the courage to ask One-Eye why.

Also, the peg on his leg was not like Nighthawk's. One-Eye's right leg was gone… replaced with a thick piece of wood that looked as if someone long ago had shoved it into his skin. Indeed, skin from his left seemed to be growing along the edges of the wood; he had to look away for feat that he would be sick.

One-Eye snorted in disgust to Muk's comment. "Isn't it time that he scrams back to where he came from?" he asked Shack.

"We have to wait until nightfall."

One-Eye paled at Shack's sneering tone. "WHAT!"

"What happened with Nighthawk?" Muk inquired, changing the subject.

"He is fine, Stormfly managed to knock him out with one of her spines pinching in one of his nerves." One-Eye looked at Toothless with coldness and growled.

Toothless flinched, which was the exact reaction he was seeking. He couldn't help but chuckle evilly. Shack however send One-Eye a look full of warning, to which the Monstrous Nightmare with the wood leg swore, before stalking off to a corner of the room and collapsing.

"Don't mind One-Eye," Silk said to Toothless just loud enough that One-Eye could hear. "He's always in that mood, that's his true deformity."

"At least I don't make absolute rubbish!" One-Eye hissed from the dark corner.

"My music is not rubbish!" Silk snapped. "How dare you-"

"I see that hatchling behavior is rampant this evening," Voltaire grumbled as he entered the cavern. Silk sent One-Eye one more angry look before turning away. One-Eye simply grinned to himself before placing his head upon the cold floor.

"How's Nighthawk?" Shack asked, lowering himself down to the cavern floor.

"Much better, although I had to drag him all the way to his cavern." He groaned, sitting himself down on the edge of Muk's bed. "That foot doesn't look too good, Muk."

Muk rolled his eyes. "Don't tell me! It's killing me!"

"Where is Stormfly?" Toothless inquired.

Voltaire sighed. "She and Glump are looking after Nighthawk while he wakes up. By then, he must have calmed out of his feral estate." The Skrill looked at the other dragons. "One-Eye! Silk! Shack! I will be in need of some assistance from you," Voltaire commanded. One-Eye grumbled his protest to which Voltaire immediately ignored. "Stormfly hurt her leg while holding Nighthawk's claws, and Glump got a nasty scratch on his arm. Would you mind checking up on them?

One-Eye said nothing; he simply pushed past the Skrill out of the cavern entrance. Toothless gulped as he watched the Monstrous Nightmare stalk out. True, he found him frightening, even more so than Hookfang. "I didn't mean to cause so much trouble…" he whispered.

"Nonsense, "Shack muttered. "One-Eye is bent on making everyone's lives miserable when he's unhappy… give him time and he'll come around… he's really a good dragon."

Silk and Shack left out of the cavern. Snowdrop followed suit, wanting to see if Aunt Stormy was not badly hurt. One-Eye, who had appeared to have stalked off, was truly waiting for them outside the cavern, and his voice filled with complaints when he saw them emerge.

Toothless watched as his new friends left him, Muk and Voltaire behind in the small cavern. "Can I get you anything?" Voltaire asked. "Some fish, perhaps? I could boil some over the fire for you, it would be no trouble."

Toothless smiled at Voltaire's offer. "You're very kind, but I am fine."

Muk sighed. "Sorry you had to se Nighthawk in that… estate."

"I will not deny that… He looked like a… a…"

"A monster?"

Toothless pressed his ears against his skill and looked down at his paws. "I'm sorry, I-"

Muk clucked his tongue. "Nothing to apologize, he does act like a beast when he enters the feral estate. And his race is known for being aggressive, but he would never to so far as to kill unless it's completely necessary."

"I heard you wish to know how we came here?" Voltaire asked, his eyes glowing with understanding. "I'm a rather old dragon, I know a curious face when I see one."

Toothless blushed deeply. "It's just… well, Snowdrop started to tell me something about a carnival… but Shack quickly shushed her."

"Ahh yes," Voltaire sighed, before waving his wing at Toothless to come closer. He immediately obeyed. "Well… what Snowdrop was going to tell you was true… there was a carnival… and that's how we all knew each other.

Muk closed his eyes and tried to pretend to be asleep, but to no avail.

Toothless looked down at his paws, which were digging into the ground. "Was it… a freak show?" he whispered, not caring for the word at all.

Voltaire nodded his head. "I am from Russia, but since I was born with a deformity on the side of my face, as you can see," he pointed at the burned half of his face. "The Russians could not have such a dragon in their cavalry, and so they gave me away to the Carnival. When Snowdrop was brought, they left her egg in my cage because my species was the closest to her." He smiles softly at the memory. "Snowdrop is very much like a daughter to me," he whispered.

Toothless smiled at Voltaire's words, but felt his anger kindle at the people who had treated Voltaire and the others like animals. "Nighthawk was not born like that, as I'm sure you could guess. No, he was their first 'freak' put on display. They did that to his body… I remember hearing his cries of anguish when they cut off two of his legs and replaced them with wooden pegs. He was the star attraction; they got when a Persian caravan passed by them. He was in their caravan, and they were looking for a way to make some money, so for a hefty price they traded him to the carnival… in exchange of Silk's parents." He shuddered as the memories flooded him. "One-Eye was much worse than that. He had an one year old when they bought him, but since he had no actual deformations, they gorged his eye out with a spoon and acid, and he was so ashamed of his aspect that he started wearing the cloth around his missing eye. But even after they mutilated his face, they were still not satisfied. So they burn his paw of his leg-"

Toothless gasped. "They burnt his talon off him?"

Voltaire sadly nodded his head. "Yes… and before the wound had time to heal, they rammed that horrid wood into his flesh…" he whispered. "To this day, I can still remember the screams… and the blood, of God in heaven, there was so much blood."

Toothless felt his stomach churn at the thought. All his thoughts towards One-Eye had now changed; he could completely understand why he disliked him and he didn't blame him. He represented the world that had turned his body into a perversion. No, he did not blame him for his suspicions in regards to him at all.

"Silk has already told you about his parents, hasn't he?"

Toothless nodded.

"He was born physically perfect, and so they _cut_ _off_ all of his left wing. But that was not enough for them, no sir. Since Silk had the ability to camouflage, they cut off his tail and sewn the fake tail into his rear so that he would not be able to hide from them to escape." Voltaire sighed sadly. "Shack's life was not nearly as harsh."

"He wasn't born in the carnival?"

Voltaire shook his head. "No, he was very fortunate in that part." He sighed. "But since he was born with odd-eyes, and he was bigger than the average Terrible Terror, he was endlessly teased by the members of his pack, so he ran away. The gypsies offered him shelter… shelter inside a cold cage. I remember that day clearly. He became known as 'Bicolored Eyes', and was forced to perform stunts for the wealthy." He forced a toothy smile, although it was sad. "Still amazes me how despite all that, he is still nice. He can be sarcastic at times, but he is a nice dragon." He sighed again, his claws playing with the end of Muk's blanket. "And Snowdrop… poor Snowdrop."

Toothless sniffed back the tears that were already threatening to descend. He was not sure if he could bear hearing Snowdrop's sad tale.

"Snowdrop came to us as an egg. Her parents…" he paused for a second to collect himself. "Her parents were killed for their hides, and they found her egg on a nest. The gypsies were planning on cutting on her ears and tailfins, but when she hatched and turned out to be an albino, they decided not to touch her; her very scales were enough. She replaced Nighthawk as the star attraction." He looked up at Toothless, his own eyes reflecting the tears that mirrored the Night Fury's. "It was horrible, those years in that place."

Toothless's fists were tight round balls of rage. "Monsters… they were the real monsters."

"I agree," Voltaire sighed, settling himself back. "But we did escape, as you can see," he smiled. "We owe that to Nighthawk, actually."

Toothless looked at Voltaire with curious eyes. "He helped you all?"

"oh yes, it was his idea actually," he smiled. "One night, the watchman was very drunk and Nighthawk saw his opportunity. I was already in the cage and witnessed the whole thing from it. You see, he started making noise to call his attention. The watchman, who had the keys around his belt, got irritated and grabbed the whip that was normally used when any of us 'acted up', and proceeded to enter the care with every intention of beating him," Toothless was holding his breath, anticipating Voltaire's every word. "Once he entered the cage, Nighthawk attacked, tearing him to pieces. Then he shot the rest of the cages open. There were others," Voltaire explained. "But they chose to go their own way… to this day I don't know what became of them," he sighed sadly. "But One-Eye, Shack, Silk, Snowdrop, and I… we all chose to follow Nighthawk. We were just outside Paris, so we took our chances and flew through the city. I had heard of the underground caverns beneath the Opera House, and we thought we would be safe hiding there. It was Stormfly who led us here when we arrived, actually."

Toothless was amazed by the whole tale. "How long… how long have you been down here?" he asked, amazed that on one else had discovered their secret.

"Voltaire counted softly in his head. "About four years."

4 years. No one, till now, knew of their secret which had been kept well for over 4 years. "Amazing…" he whispered. "And… he saved all of you?"

Voltaire smiled proudly. "He could have run and saved his own scales, but… not out Nighthawk. He's a good dragon, truly he is."

Realization hit Toothless. "Wait… You, Nighthawk, One-Eye, Silk, Shack and Snowdrop...?"

Voltaire nodded.

"What about Muk and Glump? Weren't they in the carnival with you?"

Muk froze when Voltaire replied. "No. They were already here when we arrived."

He heard Toothless ask him. "Hey, Muk, where are you from? Why do you have those scars and Glump doesn't?"

Silence.

"It's… complicated…" should he tell him? Glump would be mad at him.

"Would you mind telling us?"

Voltaire got closer; he had no heard the Goblins' tale either.

With a resignation sigh, Muk shifted in his hammock carefully not to move his dislocated foot, to look at the ceiling.

"First of all, everyone is right when they assume Glump and I come from England. But we did not come from a Goblin clan, not that we know of at all. We were born in a human-controlled mine."

"Wait, you mean the rumors about them miners capturing Goblins to work at their mines at true?"

Muk nodded. "Yes. My mother died when I was born, but Glump's parents deserted him. Down there, it was every Goblin for himself. He never knew them, and that one fact we had in common is what made us such good friends since we were very young."

"Working at those mines could be compared to the Carnival, you know. We were only given enough food so that we would not starve, we only got four hours to rest, and if we could not work out of fatigue they whipped us to make us continue."

Voltaire gulped. "That's how you got the scars?"

"No. That was a much grave affair. See, in those mines we were forbidden to copulate-"

"You… You-"

"Not me. Glump." Muk closed his eyes. "Her name was Aliya, she was a beautiful female, in our standards at least. Glump fell madly in love with her, and she reciprocated his feelings; I was happy for him, but I knew the punishment for copulating. When the humans discovered one of the males was copulating, they nearly caught them…" the skinny Goblin lowered his ears. "I couldn't let him get caught… He _was_ my brother, he _is_ my brother. I was older than him, even though it seemed like the other way around. I took the blame for him when they were about to interrogate him, and…"

"The scars?"

Muk nodded grimly. "Yes. The whip they used on me was not like the one they usually used on us; this one had five tails, with iron shards at the end of each tail. I was lucky I didn't die out of blood loss."

"What happened next?" Voltaire inquired, his curiosity getting the better of him.

"Aliya… She and Glump had copulated so many times… she got pregnant. We had a hard time keeping her pregnancy a secret from the humans, especially when her stomach swelled like a pregnant human female. When her water broke…" Muk closed his eyes shut as if to contain tears. "She was so improperly fed, she was nothing more than skin and bones… She died at childbirth."

Voltaire and Toothless felt bad for both Glump and Muk; even though Aliya had chosen his friend, Muk had seen her like the sister he never had.

"Glump was devastated. She gave birth to a surprisingly healthy boy. He was his father's living portrait, minus the hair bangs and thick body." Muk chuckled at this. "Helfer."

"What happened to him?"

Muk's humor instantly evaporated. "A few days after he was born, there was a collapse in the mine. Since the humans were killed, and our metal-hard skulls were not damaged by the collapse, we escaped. All of us. But while most of the other Goblins returned to their birth clans, Glump and I had nowhere to go, because we were raised and born inside those mines. We wandered for days around the English wilderness looking for someplace to stay."

"But solitary life is hard for a pair of Goblins with a newborn. Glump and I barely had enough food for ourselves, and Helfer needed milk to live. So, when we came cross a farm, Glump couldn't take it any longer. He didn't want Helfer to live like that, always on the run, so he made the most painful decision in his life."

Toothless knew where it was going.

"He abandoned Helfer at the farm's doorsteps." Muk felt tears coming to his eyes, but he refused to cry in front of anyone. "After that, we got on a ship that came to France, and after that we ended up here."

Toothless said nothing. Voltaire whispered. "That was horrible, Glump having to abandon his son."

Muk frowned and shifted in his hammock once more, to turn his scarred back to the dragons.

He was done talking.


	9. More Stories

A Place to Call Home

Chapter 9

_Five-year-old Hiccup swiftly ran through the Parisian streets through the night, his only guide being the moon, and the Eiffel tower in the distance. He had crossed one of the bridges connecting two streets on both ends of the Seine, on his way home from the baker. He didn't need to worry about getting lost, since he had memorized the way long ago, but it didn't mean he could go and wander around Paris at this time of the night as he pleased. His mother would get worried, and his father would give him a lecture about the time. Stoic and Valka were not rich or powerful, but rather a middle-class couple, who apart from having to raise their son, they had to look after Snotlout, the son of Stoic's brother Spitelout, who had gone to America in search of a better life. He apparently had found a well-paid job there, and he often sent money for Snotlout's needs, as well as a little more money to help his brother out. _

_A splash echoed through the near-empty streets as Hiccup's boot came into contact with a small puddle of muddy water. There were only a few Parisians on the streets, but Hiccup avoided bumping into them, the least thing he needed was to drop the bread into the muddy ground after last night's rain. However, in his thoughts he failed to see the puddle of mud he had stepped on, and there was nothing he could do as he slipped, his knees and his elbows met the stony ground, barely managing to keep the bread from slipping out of the paper bag. Hiccup shut his eyes in an attempt to contain the tears that were starting to form in the corners of his eyes. His legs trembled as he struggled to stand up, his pants slightly ragged by the scratches, when a faint, whimpering-like sound caught his attention. It was coming from a nearby alley, but the blackness was rather intimidating, and he was not sure what the sound was. It could as well be an animal pretending to be hurt in order to attract him, then steal the bread._

_But the whimpering was so pitiful, he could not help but walk into the darkness, looking for the poor crying animal, maybe a puppy or a kitten, abandoned by the cruelty or humans. _

_The young boy nearly dropped the bread when he stepped on something, and the alley echoed with a loud screech, then the sound of the animal scurrying away to the safety of an overturned trash can. Hiccup gulped, fearing he had hurt the small animal, and now it wanted nothing to do with him, fearing he would hurt it again. Hiccup kneeled and took a peek into trash can, struggling to make out the shape of the little fella._

_He jumped back when he met slit black lines in the middle of glowing green eyes in the darkness. _

_When he recovered from shock, Hiccup gathered his courage once more and tightened his grip on the bread, just in case the creature inside the trashcan would attempt to snatch it. Once more time he searched into the trashcan, calmly this time. The tiny beast tried to step back, but its small frame was framing against the cold metal, and its terror began when Hiccup stretched out a hand._

_Hiccup assumed the beast was hungry, so he took a piece from the bread –he hoped his mother would believe him if he told her he got hungry on the way- and offered to the youngster. The animal sniffed the bread carefully, before hungrily taking it from Hiccup's hand and swallowing it whole. It was clearly the youngling had not eaten for days. Hiccup plucked another piece of bread and held it out to the animal, but instead of simply letting it grab it, this time Hiccup stood up and started walking backwards, away from the trash can and out of the alley; the poor creature was so hungry it followed the boy without doubt._

_When the lights of the street finally let Hiccup identify said animal, he nearly had a heart attack, for it was not dog, nor cat, nor other such little critter._

_It was a Night Fury hatchling._

_What else could it be? The black hide, the panther-like body frame, the bat wings, everything fit. He remembered his father telling him stories about Night Furies, one of the rarest dragon breeds. These dragons were native to Europe, but they could only be found in the Swiss Alps, and even in their natural habitat they were very hard to find. And that popped out the question, what was a Night Fury hatchling doing in the middle of Paris, on a dark alley? Hiccup looked around for its parents, but saw none. _

_Now that he got a better look at it, Hiccup realized the hatchling was skinny and its scales were all dull; apparently, it had not eaten for weeks, it was surprising that it was still standing, actually. _

_Hiccup thought for a moment, then took one of the loaves of bread from the bag, and held it out to the hatchling. The young Night fury perked up its small ears and instantly took the loaf from the boy's hand, devouring it in minutes, before looking up at Hiccup with hungry eyes. _

"_I'm sorry, little one, I can't give you all of the bread. My mom will kill me," however, upon seeing the hatchling's pupils dilating until they formed two perfect ovals, Hiccup could not help but smile at the hatchling. "But you can come with me if you'd like."_

_The hatchling, apparently understanding, the boy's words, almost immediately started wagging his tail like a puppy in a playful manner, and the due headed home._

_He would have to give his parents a good explanation for this._

* * *

><p>"Toothless!" Hiccup called out for the Night Fury for the fifth time, but once again, there was no reply. Since Astrid's challenge, Snotlout and Fishlegs thought the best choice would be Toothless, since he was the smartest of the dragons, but then they noticed he was missing, as well as Stormfly; Hiccup also grew worried when he noticed the white fury hatchling had also left. It would be getting dark soon, people were starting to turn on their lights, the Eiffel tower on the distance was already alight, with the setting sun giving the sky a red, yellow and black mix of colors.<p>

"Stormfly!" Fishlegs yelled, calling for the Deadly Nadder, also with no reply.

"Where's that winged lizard when you need him?" Snotlout muttered in an irritated tone, "The next performance is two days away, and we don't even know how we'll convince Mildew to let him perform on stage!"

"I think we should first worry about finding him, then we'll think about _that_." Hiccup replied sharply, before returning to the search. "Toothless!"

Just by chance, Mulch heard them calling for the dragon, walking around the main square that led into the Opera House, ignoring the high class people's glances of disgust at the trio's rather worn out clothing. "Are you looking for your Night Fury, Hiccup?" Mulch called out, shoving a gentleman out of his way, ignoring as the man took his coat off and ordered his manservant to burn it. "I think I saw him just a little while ago."

The trio of teens ran to Mulch, also avoiding the higher class people. "Did you? Where did you last see him?" Hiccup inquired with worry.

"Well, I think I saw him and Stormfly enter some kind of secret passage."

Upon hearing this, Snotlout snickered. "Please! How's a dragon supposed to take a secret passage? They're only dumb beasts!"

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Seriously, Snotlout!"

"I'm serious, you three. The other dragons were gathered around the entrance to the passage, as if trying to hide them. I think it was one of the old passageways leading down into the cellars of the Opera House?"

Hiccup frowned. "Cellars?"

"The Opera House was built over an underground lake, or so it is rumored. When the first concrete foundations were poured, the level of the groundwater was unexpectedly high. Wells were sunk on February 1862 and eight steam umps installed in March, but the site wouldn't dry up. To counter this, Garnier designed a double foundation to protect the superstructure from moisture. It incorporated a water course and an enormous concrete cistern to relieve the pressure of the external groundwater on the basement walls and serve as a reservoir in case of fire." When Fishlegs was done talking, Hiccup, Snotlout and Mulch were about to fall asleep, but Mulch was the first to regain his composure.

"Yeah, that. I think the passageways are large enough to let a Monstrous Nightmare with no trouble at all. But it's quite risky, no one has gone down there for years, who knows if Toothless will be able to take it down there."

"So, where is the supposed 'passageway'?" Snotlout inquired mockingly, not really believing it.

Mulch motioned the boys to follow him, making sure no one else was following them. He led the boys around the Opera House, passing by carriages and the stables, until they were at the back alley, where no person dared to go due to the often stinking air, and the rats scurrying around. Mulch pointed to a trapdoor leaning diagonally against the giant wall.

"You mean to say Toothless and Stormfly walked down here? How could he fit in there?"

"What if he's stuck in there?" Fishlegs added. "There could be narrow tunnels in there, and he doesn't know how to swim."

"Screw that! If we don't get that Night Fury back, we won't get that champagne and free tickets, and I won't be able to flirt with Astrid!"

Hiccup stared at the door grimly. Toothless was in there, maybe he was trapped and was struggling to get out. The Night Fury was not that helpless, but he knew the dragon didn't like enclosed spaces. With a sigh of resignation, Hiccup took a hold of the rusty handle and opened the door with a loud creak.

"What are you doing, Hiccup?" Mulch asked with utter incredulity, "It could be dangerous!"

Fishlegs agreed with a quick nod of the head. "Yeah! I think we should go with you!"

"No, guys. He's my dragon, I have to do this by myself. Besides, Hookfang and the others are still back at the Stables, and as much as I hate to say this, Snotlout will have to look for them while I'm down there."

"What?!" Snotlout stepped back in indignation. "No way!"

"I suppose you'd rather go down there and risk being killed, right?"

At the word 'killed', Snotlout thought for a moment before speaking. "Well, thinking it twice, it'll be best that you go by yourself."

Before Fishlegs and Mulch could protest, Hiccup ignored their protests as he walked into the darkness below, closing the gates shut behind him, leaving the setting sky behind.

* * *

><p>Madame Gothi made sure no one was following her, that Gobber was not sneaking up on her like he had done on countless occasions, wanting to play a prank on her, which had never actually worked. Once she was in front of the door of her dressing room, she took one last glance from behind her. When she was certain she was alone, she walked into her dressing room, closed the door, and locked it shut.<p>

"What took you so long?" she heard a complaining male voice behind her.

"Do you think I can simply come and treat you everytime you get hurt?" Madame Gothi replied sharply. "I have to keep my dancers from Gobber's pervert eyes and make sure Count Dagur doesn't seduce them to his bed again."

Muk muttered something under his breath, twitching his ears in irritation. Glump couldn't but giggle at his friend's antics, behind unable to reply at Madame Gothi's rather smart replies.

The dressing room was neither too simple, or too luxurious, just spacious enough for her to live in. The walls were a simple red, with French golden carpets adorning the floor, and a simple small bed and a dressing table on one side, just at the side of a window overlooking into the Parisian streets, letting the last of the sun's rays in before the moon would take its place.

"What happened now?" Madame Gothi approached the small sofa the Goblin was resting on, looking for any major injuries, until she noticed his swollen ankle. "You dislocated your foot, am I right?"

Muk winced in pain when the old woman gently squeezed the swollen part of his ankle, but managed to nod, ignoring the agony.

"Don't ask why, you don't want to know." Glump added, hoping she would not ask any more questions. Luckily for them, she did not say anything else about the reason.

"Well, I can only fix it back in place, but if it's hurtful for a human, it's going to be a Hell for you, especially since your race has very sensible feet." Madame Gothi explained, earning a look of fight from Muk.

"What if I leave it like this?"

"You'll have to limp for the rest of your life. I think it's preferable to put it back in place, rather than having to carry your foot that way for the rest of your life."

"She's right in that, Muk." Glump gulped and drooped his ears when the smaller Goblin gave him a fulminating glare. "What? No offense, but I don't want to be carrying you around all the time!"

Knowing there was no way out of this, Muk sighed in frustration and gave the old woman a rather regretful look. "Then do it quick."

Madame Gothi headed towards her dressing table to fetch something. "Hold him down," she ordered Glump as she returned to the side of the couch, and the brawny Goblin did as told, holding his friend by the shoulders tightly. "Open your mouth," Muk obeyed, and the old woman pressed a tightly wound cloth in between. "Bite down." He did.

Muk winced when Gothi took a hold of his dislocated food, his heart accelerating its rate, knowing what was to come. It happened very fast- Madame Gothi twisted his ankle and foot around to fix them in the right place, the excruciating pain comparable to a thousand stomping on his feet. Muk bit down hard on the cloth, the scream locked in his throat, and his eyes closed shut. Glump got a firmer grip on his friend's shoulders he trashed around for a few seconds.

"See? It's done. You only need to rest that foot for a few days, and you'll be back on your feet like new."

Muk spat the cloth on the wooden floor and snapped, "You nearly killed me, woman!"

"Come on, Muk! You've been through worse things than this! Remember when you nearly lost one of your ears?"

"On whose side are you, Glump?!"

Said Goblin lifted his arms in a defensive posture. "I just want peace!"

Madame Gothi rolled her eyes with an amused grin. She couldn't believe she actually saw these two as friends, even though they only knew for four years. She was a rather old woman, she knew everything about old tales of the Fay folk, Goblins included. It was very hard for humans to even speak with a Goblin peacefully, taking into account the Goblins had a deep resentment for human beings ever since they were driven underground by them centuries ago.

So, when Muk admitted to her he had fallen for Astrid, she was caught by surprise. Initially, she thought he was just infatuated with her looks and would get over it with time, but as months passed, his attraction and love for her had just become stronger; he had imprinted on her.

The term imprint on Goblin culture had a single meaning; during the mating season, male Goblins had the tendency to spy on females they found attractive, this went on for a few days until the male Goblin either lost interest or imprinted –biological and emotionally became permanently attached to said 'dream girl'- on the female. Even if she rejected him in the cruelest and most heart-breaking way she could, he would never stop loving her.

Muk was rather experienced in this, having being a victim to the process of imprinting a few times back in the mines. He had spied on working females for a few days, trying to find a potential lover to satisfy his 'needs', but he always lost interest at the fifth day. When Glump started spying on Aliya, he secretly hoped his friend lost interest in her soon, but not because he wanted him to be unhappy; in fact, the reason he had hoped Glump would not imprint on her was that in those mines, there were few chances of mating, he had been witness to the cruelty females mustered when his fellow males tried to imprint on them. Glump had a fragile heart; he would have not being able to bear such rejection.

And he took two surprises. Glump did imprint on her, and Aliya accepted him as a mate.

But Madame Gothi thought it was Muk's heart that was fragile, not Glump's. He had chosen an impossible prize as a potential mate, Astrid would never want to be an inch near him, that's what she thought. She knew how the Goblin was tortured on the inside at being so close to Astrid, but also knew they could never be. But he did not give up. Every now and then, he wrote a love poem to Astrid and left it in her dressing room, so that she would read it. Just as he had expected, or rather _hoped_, Astrid was moved by the words, and she kept them in one of her drawers, preferring not to tell anyone about it.

"Muk, we should go." Glump finally said, glancing at the door. "Knowing Gobber, he'll be here soon to harass Madame Gothi, and he must not see us here."

"You know, sometimes I'd like to face that featherbrain." Muk grumbled, holding unto his friend's side, still limping his just-fixed foot. "That'll teach him to stop giving our race such a bad reputation."

"Your race never needed Gobber to get the evil eye from people," Madame Gothi replied, once again earning a small glare from the smaller Goblin. "What? I'm just telling you the truth."

Muk rolled his eyes as he and Glump opened the trapdoor behind the woman's dresser, disappearing into the darkness.

He knew being direct when talking was her thing, but seriously?

* * *

><p>Astrid rarely showed her true emotions in public, but when she was alone in her dressing room, she opened up. She let her feelings flow around without fear of criticism, from the depths of her soul, into the atmosphere. When she started receiving the mysterious love letters a few years ago, she initially thought them to be a prank from one of the stagehands (Snotlout had been her prime suspect), but she had to admit she was deeply moved by the words.<p>

Whoever wrote this to her, was being genuine, but there was an air of… sadness and fear in the letters, as if the addresser was either too afraid of personally confessing his true feelings, or thought she would not love him back. Astrid was very ambitious, it always had been her career first, everything else later, and because of this she never made any attempts at love.

Taking her mysterious suitor's newest letter and taking it out of the red envelope, she started reading.

_I love you with my every breath,_

_I make you songs like thunder birds,_

_Give you my life—you give me death_

_And stab me with your dreadful words._

_You laid my head against your heart_

_Last night, my lips upon your breast_

_And now you say that we must part_

_For fear your heart should be oppressed:_

_You cannot go against the world_

_For my sake only—thus your phrase,_

_But I—God's beauty is unfurled_

_In your gold hair, and in your gaze_

_The wisdom of God's bride—each soul_

_That shares his love, and yours and mine,_

_Two lovers share your aureole_

_And one is mortal, one divine:_

_One came on earth that you might know_

_His love for you—that you deny,_

_Now you give me this equal blow:_

_One died for you, and one will die._

The beauty had no comparison. Not even back in her childhood did her classmate's rather crude words reach so deep into her heart. She hoped to meet her mysterious suitor soon, she wanted to give him her most sincere thanks. However, she needed to tell him that for the moment, she had no time to seek for male companionship. She did not need a distraction right now, he needed to focus completely on her singing, nothing more.

* * *

><p>A cloaked figure ran through the streets of Paris, sticking to the shadows, avoiding being seen. Even though the sun had already set, there were still people walking own the streets. The crescent moon was just starting to rise, and so its light was not yet strong enough to give anyone a glimpse to the cloaked figure.<p>

Said figure was not too short, nor too tall; he was the size of a twelve year old human, and was indeed, that old. But human he was not, that was for sure. His elongated, dog-like snout was hidden by a black scarf, connected to the end of his hood, his cloak barely managing to conceal his orangish brown skin, slim body and thin arms, A few bangs of light brown hair were falling over deep purplish blue eyes, two long, bat-like ears sticking out from under his hood.

As he found refuge into one of the many dark alleys located between the Parisian buildings, he sat on the ground with a loud thud, ignoring he stench of garbage and rotten metal. The cloaked boy, feeling like his head had been put in an oven for a long time, and making sure there was no one around, took his hood off his head.

Revealing the head of a young Goblin.


	10. Trust

A Place To Call Home

Chapter 10

**Hi again. Everyone's been asking me if Hiccup will speak dragonese when he first meets with the deformed dragons. Sorry to disappoint you, but humans cannot speak dragonese, because they don't even think dragons can talk. Dragons and animals can speak the human language, but not vice versa; the dragons will eventually speak to Hiccup when they realize he is different from the rest of the humans. Also, I've been suggested that he already has his prosthetic leg so that the deformed dragons (particularly Nighthawk) will form a quicker bond of trust with them. This may be a good plot add, but again I will not explain how he lost it until later chapters. **

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p><em>He was very young. A child of only eight. Raised by these horrible people ever since he ran away from home, he had never seen the world beyond the gypsy camp. He was only taught that he was different. He was an outcast among them.<em>

_The Goblin was treated horribly in the clan. Wearing nothing more than a worn-out deep purple sleeveless shirt, an old sandy brown pants and a red band around his head. His light brown hair was wild, pointing out in different directions, including a few bangs covering his deep purple eyes. His left bat ear had a small chunk, as if some animal had tore it a chunk from it. His wolf-like elongated snout but with reptile nostrils had a few scars from the times his punishment was physical. His eyes looked upon the gypsies with innocence –as he believed nothing was out of the ordinary with their cruel treatment despite the hurt he sometimes felt. They said he deserved it. _

_He did not like small spaces- the gypsies had locked him up in many small, dark spaces, multiple times if he had done something wrong, or if they just wanted to. Each time he would fear that they would never let him out, but they always did with mocking smirks and gleeful expressions when they say the frightened look in his eyes._

"_Hey, Goblin!" one of the gypsies sneered yanking him out of his musings. "You're supposed to work! Not space out! I'm not going to have to report you to Alvin, now am I? He asked with disgust and a hint of sadistic amusement knowing what would happen to him if he was reported to the head of the clan._

"_No sir." He replied politely. He must mind his manners, even if he is being treated unfairly. Unless he wanted punishment, he must mind his manners like a good servant. And with that, he went back to work without complaint. _

_Goblin is how they called him. They thought a creature such as him wasn't worth of a name, so he was called the name of his race simply. Nonetheless, he took it as the good child he was supposed to be. He was taught nothing different. He deserved it, they told him. _

_Yet, he knew that wasn't his real name. His parents had always called him Weevil since he could remember before he ran away, yet he knew that wasn't his real name either. It had happened when he was three years old. After being put to bed by his 'mother', he would fall asleep soon after, and then he'd hear voices…_

"_**Shh, do not cry, my little Helfer…**__" the voice of a man said gently and lovingly. "__**I know how much this will hurt the both of us, but it's for the best. Just never forget, my little Helfer, that your father loves you. Very much.**__" With that last statement, everything went blank again._

_Even so, the Goblin had kept the name close to his heart. Helfer, he called himself in his mind, was such a pretty name. In his mind it was spoken with warmth and love as the man had done that night, instead of the cruel naming of the gypsies that stung his fragile heart. Still, he was used to the name Weevil, so he always gave that name. _

_The gypsy vanners pulling the caravans peered at him with sympathetic eyes knowing full well of the malice the gypsies inflict. The horse found they liked Weevil because he did not treat them with spite or abuse them. Although he did not have that much time to himself, he would sometimes give the large horses a gentle pat they so well deserved._

_With a gulp, the little Goblin went back to his chores, feeling the peering eyes of the gypsies upon him, just looking for an excuse to report him._

* * *

><p>The young Goblin was escaping from the place that caused him so much pain.<p>

He had nowhere to go, but anywhere was better than there. His eyes were welling up with tears as he jumped from roof to roof, his cloak billowing behind him. On his time with the gypsies, he became quite an acrobat; it was the only good thing he learned from that place.

A few people had seen him, but he quickly got away before they could get a good look at him. But he knew humans, this would not remain a secret, they would probably go to the police claiming to have seen a monster roaming the streets, but he did not care. All he cared about was getting away and never return. The moon had risen a little while ago, so he had no need to worry about tripping in the dark.

Weevil landed in the roof, his feet barely keeping their foothold. Then he saw it, the Opera House. He heard the gypsies speaking about it, and a few had gone to see a performance or two. While he was never fond of music due to his status as a Goblin, he had grown accustomed to the hurtful sound of the instruments during his stay –the gypsies often played music when he was around just to torture him- and he no longer needed to cover his ears.

Right now, his only concern was to find someplace to stay. He had thought of other places, but he was drawn to the Paris Opera house for a reason he could not explain. Various times he had heard through the streets people speaking about secret cellars and passageways through the building. It would be a nice place to stay, and no doubt they would never find him there.

With a heavy sigh, Weevil leapt to the next roof, in direction of the Opera House.

* * *

><p>Nighthawk opened his eyes, back to their original yellow green color. His head was pounding like a drum, his body ached for a reason he could nor remember, but yet he knew this feeling. He had gone feral again; all he could recall was Stormfly and the others arguing about bringing Toothless to the lair, and One-Eye saying… the word.<p>

When his vision cleared, he realized he was back in the cave he shared with One-Eye and Shack. Their 'beds' were nothing more than lots of straw accommodated in the manner of a nest, customized in the dragons' way. Nighthawk's nest had a few cushions to accommodate himself, considering two of his legs were wooden pegs and he could move them the way he'd like to. One-Eye's nest was a little burned, since he had the habit to warm up his bed with his natural igniting skin. Shack's nest wasn't actually a nest; it was simply the bed he stole from Heather's cat, with claw marks and dry straw. One-Eye was resting on his bed, and Silk was still working on his 'music'', making the Poisonous Whiptail wonder if that was the Changewing's only concern.

"You're finally awake." Stormfly's voice brought him back from his dizzy state. He looked around the room, and found the Deadly Nadder was sitting on the cold floor, with a bandage around her leg. Nighthawk stared at it in horror.

"I hurt you?" he asked, trembling.

"Don't worry about it, it was nothing grave, just a scratch." She replied coolly.

"Yeah, like the one he inflicted on Glump?" One-Eye snickered, not taking his eyes off the cavern wall. "We had to bring water from the lake so Muk could tend to it, not to mention he had to be careful with his foot."

Nighthawk grew alarmed, knowing about the Goblin's sensitive feet. "Foot? What happened to him?"

"You sent him flying right against the wall, that's what happened. His foot was dislocated, but he went to see Madame Gothi so she could fix it."

Letting out a groan, Nighthawk stood up, his 'flesh legs' trembling as he did so. "Where is he?"

"I don't know if he's back already, but you should stay here, anyway. I mean, you're still recovering from the feral estate."

"I don't care! Besides, I need to take Toothless back to the surface."

"Why don't you let One-Eye do it?" Shack inquired, knowing the reaction he would get.

"Forget about it!" One-Eye hissed, just as Shack predicted. "I'm not going anywhere near that Night Fury!"

"Knock it off, you two!" Stormfly snapped, then turned to glance at Nighthawk. "While you were unconscious, Snowdrop was asking if she could go and visit Toothless, or at least if he could come and visit."

"Of course not! I don't want him around here!"

Nighthawk gave the Monstrous Nightmare a small glare. "Excuse me, but who put you in charge? Besides, I doubt Toothless can simply run and spill the secret to the humans anyway. That would break the Taboo."

Before One-Eye could retort, a call from the caverns made them freeze. The voice was not from Toothless, nor Voltaire, Nor Muk or Glump, nor Snowdrop, nor Shack. It was a voice Stormfly knew too well.

"_Toothless_!"

"Oh no…" Stormfly's pupils became slits. "Hiccup." He must have noticed she and Toothless were missing, and somehow found his way into the cellars.

"What?!" One-Eye immediately roared, flaring his wings and getting on his talon –and peg- with a single flap. "For goodness sake! Are we to have no peace?!" As Hiccup's calls were getting louder, his panic began.

Silk knew what was coming. "And here we go again…" It was not he didn't like One-Eye, but that drake had serious problems, even more so that Nighthawk, at times.

"No… I'm not going back there…" One-Eye's whispers became yells of utter terror and desperation. "I'm not going back! They'll hurt me! I don't want to go back!" Even in that hysterical state, One-Eye knew the dreaded word 'Carnival' was not to be pronounced in front of Nighthawk.

"I'm taking care of the human!" Nighthawk immediately hissed, his whole demeanor gone grim and hostile. "Silk, you and Stormfly try to calm him down!"

As the Poisonous Whiptail rushed away in a fraction of second, One-Eye backed away, pressing his rear against the wall as if thinking it would protect him. His breathing was accelerating, his pupil was almost invisible and his very being was emanating great terror, like a hatchling being punished for something. "I CAN'T GO BACK!" he roared. "I DON'T WANT TO GO BACK THERE!"

"ONE-EYE!" Silk snapped, earning attention from the Monstrous Nightmare. "YOU'RE NOT GOING BACK THERE! YOU'RE STILL IN HERE, AND NOTHING WILL HAPPEN TO YOU!" by this time, the Changewing pinned One-Eye against the wall with his paws and continued, slowly this time. "Breath… In… Out… In… Out…"

He continued for a few minutes, looking straight into One-Eye's only eye. The Monstrous Nightmare inhaled and exhaled great gasps of air as Silk spoke; eventually, his breathing went back to normal, his pupil dilated, and his trembling ceased. All the while, Stormfly was still looking in the direction Nighthawk had disappeared into. She was worried. He spared Toothless because he was a dragon like them, but Hiccup was a human… he _could_ talk with other humans about this, he _could_ spill the beans about everything, and it was a risk Nighthawk was not willing to take.

"_Toothless_!"

The Night Fury's ears perked up in alarm, his oval-shaped pupils becoming thin lines in an ocean of green. He immediately recognized his human's voice; what was he doing down there?! How did he even find his way to the cellars?! Voltaire and Shack lifted their heads from the ground as well, hearing the echoing in the caverns. Snowdrop was fast asleep since twenty minutes ago, but her ear did twitch at the sound. The chamber Voltaire, Shack and Snowdrop slept in only had two straw beds, since Snowdrop slept in the same bed as the Skrill.

"Is that who I think it is?!" Voltaire snapped, not loud enough to startle Snowdrop, but loud enough so the others could hear.

"What's Hiccup doing down here?!" Shack added. "Well, how did he even find a way in?!"

When the Terrible Terror glanced at Toothless with a suspicious look, Voltaire noticed and spoke. "Don't tell me you suspect of him! He's been here the whole time! And don't forget about the Taboo!"

"Could the Goblins have left a secret door unsecured?" Toothless snapped, to which Shack shook his head.

"No, if there's something they would never do is to leave a door open. And it's not a joke!"

Toothless was startled when Voltaire lunged at him and started pushing him towards the entrance.

"Toothless, go!" he was hissing. "If Nighthawk already heard him, he must be going to take care of the intruder! When he sees he's human, he'll kill him!"

Toothless's heart stopped. "What?!"

"He's right on that, Toothy!" Shack retorted, not minding the annoyed stare Voltaire gave him for calling Toothless with the nickname Snowdrop had given him. "The only two reasons he spared you were because Snowdrop asked him to, and because you were a dragon like us! But a human knowing about us is much more risky! He's not willing to risk our well being for one human!"

With those words, Toothless needed no more explanations. He rushed down the tunnel, following the echoes of his human's voice, his protective mode springing into action. He would not let Nighthawk mess a single hair of Hiccup's head; no matter if the Poisonous Whiptail went back on his word and killed Toothless, the Night Fury would never let his human get hurt.

He had promised it to himself after the accident.

"_Toothless! Are you here, bud?!_"

Glump's eyes widened in shock when his ears caught the voice of the boy. While he had never interacted with Hiccup to properly know if he could be trusted, he did not want the other dragons, especially Snowdrop, to get involved. The Goblin jumped from his bed, calling out for his friend's name. "Muk! Wake up!"

Muk stirred in his hammock, shifting to turn his back on Glump. "Let me sleep…" he groaned, trying not to move his newly-fixed foot too much unless he wanted to make another visit to Madame Gothi.

"MUK!" Glump lost his patience and pushed his friend out of the hammock, making him yelp in surprise and land on the floor, his blanket following suit. Luckily for the smaller Goblin, he did not land on his swollen foot, but he did give Glump an angry glare.

"WHAT WAS THAT FOR?!" he hissed, his ears bending back. "YOU COULD HAVE DISLOTACED MY DAMN FOOT AGAIN, YOU KNOW!"

"Shh! Be quiet! Listen!"

Still irritated, Muk raised his thin bat ears to catch the reason Glump had pushed him off his hammock, but his mood changed from angry to shocked when he heard Hiccup's voice.

"The human boy found us!"

"He what?! How did he-?!"

"Talk later! Let's go!"

Muk had no time to protest as Glump took him by the arm and dragged him towards the caverns he head the echoes from, limping all the way.

* * *

><p>"Toothless, can you hear me?!" Hiccup was getting worried.<p>

Everything around him was nothing but darkness, his hand and the wall being the only guide he had as not to trip on something. He wished he had brought a lantern with him. The echoing of his sandals dragging along the stone floor were the only sound to be heard in that labyrinth, apart from a few rocks falling down the wall and his own voice. He did not even know how much time had passed since he went in, but it felt like an eternity, especially when nothing around him seemed to change.

That's what he thought, in the least, until he came to a tunnel with a light at the end. This confused Hiccup, he didn't expect any of the caverns down there to be illuminated, there was no point in keeping torches or lanterns down there, considering there was no one living there or something. Hiccup rushed towards the light, trying not to trip over a little rock again. At the end of the tunnel, he was amazed to see himself in the middle of a giant cave, illuminated by torches, like he had suspected. There were other passageways leading into even more cellars, making him wonder how far this underground labyrinth reached

Before he had time to blink, he was pinned to the ground by… a clawed paw? Hiccup managed to look up to take a glance at his attacker, and was both astonished and terrified when he saw a Poisonous Whiptail, the most venomous dragon in the world, glaring down at him, pupils gone to slits.

Nighthawk smelled fear emanating from the boy, but also… amazement? He was confused to this, since anyone meeting with him this way would have already wet his pants, but not this boy. There was something different about him, but he was not taking the risk. Hiccup's eyes were showing off absolute terror as Nighthawk arched up his neck, charging up his fire…

A flash of black lunged at Nighthawk's much bigger frame, pushing him off Hiccup, and making the shot of purple fire miss, exploding on the wall, and making everything shake. The boy crawled back as Toothless flared his wings and let out a menacing hiss; Nighthawk retorted with a roar of his own. Toothless blocked the Poisonous Whiptail from reaching his human, allowing Hiccup to lean against the wall.

"Move aside, Fury!" Whiptail snapped, in the dragon language. "Do not interfere!"

"Touch one single hair of his head and you'll regret it!" Toothless roared back, also in the dragon language.

Hiccup stared at the Poisonous Whiptail, noticing the two wooden pegs he had instead of legs in his right paw and left leg. What kind of human being would have inflicted this torture upon a dragon, and such a majestic specimen? This would explain why this drake was so hostile towards him, and judging by the scars on his back and wings, he hadn't had pleasant experiences with humans.

The boy was sympathizing with the dragon in that sense. Hiccup stood up with trembling legs, still intimidated by the two snapping dragons. When he first interacted with Stormfly, he learned that the best way to earn the trust of an abused dragon was to first show him he was no threat, then find something the both of them had in common to form a foothold.

Toothless was astonished when Hiccup approached him and put a calming hand on his forehead, signaling him to calm down. He was even more astonished when Hiccup took a step towards Nighthawk. Nighthawk backed away, snapping his teeth and bristling his spines. Hiccup could see scars on his back and his wings, which meant he had been beaten wherever he came from.

"Easy there, boy… or girl." Hiccup flinched when the Poisonous Whiptail growled at the word 'girl'. "Well, boy… Don't worry, I'm not going to harm you…"

Nighthawk refused to open up, and stepped back with every step the boy took towards him. Toothless was staring at his human, preparing to lunge if Nighthawk attempted something.

Nighthawk was confused. Hiccup had not any trace of fear in him any longer, but rather curiosity. And there was something in the boy's leg that was giving him the willies, but he was way too wary to let the boy come any closer. He still had the memories of the wounds inflicted upon him by humans, the tortures, the sound of the whip against the floor of his cell… Nighthawk's hostility was replaced by fear. His pupils dilated, his spines pressed down against his head, and he crouched, his chest nearly touching the floor.

Hiccup noticed the Poisonous Whiptail was starting to calm down, and assumed he was getting a good start. Toothless, however, knew Nighthawk was probably recalling the years he spent in the Carnival.

"I see you lost your legs, boy." Hiccup crouched and gingerly took the edge of his pants of his left leg. "You don't have to be ashamed. I'm missing one too."

Nighthawk was brought out of his trance by this statement and gave the boy a confused glare. Hiccup lifted the left leg of his pants, showing one of his most well kept secrets. Instead of a leg and foot, Hiccup had a prosthetic leg and foot made out of metal and wood. Nighthawk tentatively stretched out his neck to sniff at it, but retreated when Hiccup stretched out his hand.

Toothless grew alarmed, but something was keeping him in place, rendering him immobile. Hiccup was stretching out his arm towards the Poisonous Whiptail without any trace of doubt or fear, while Nighthawk was once again stretching out his neck to sniff tentatively at the boy's hand. Hiccup turned his head away and held out his hand for him to sniff, just like he had done with Stormfly the first time they met. They were ignoring that the rest of the inhabitants of the dark caverns were watching from the darkness.

Toothless could not believe what he saw.

Stormfly, Voltaire, Silk, Shack and One-Eye could not believe what they saw.

Not even Muk nor Glump could believe what happened next.

Nighthawk, the Poisonous Whiptail which despised humans, who would never let a human lay a single hand on him, pressed his snout against Hiccup's hand.


	11. Blood

A Place to Call Home

Chapter 11

"Okay, you dragons!" Snotlout announced, pacing in front of Hookfang, Meatlug and Barf and Belch like a general in front of his soldiers. "Since Hiccup and his dumb Night Fury are not coming back for a while, I'll have to find a way to teach you amazing stunts so Mildew will include you in a performance, and I can watch from box five with the best champagne in the house!" They were outside the stables, since most people had already gone home at nine o' clock P.M.

Hookfang looked away, Meatlug yawned and Barf and Belch glanced at each other, then at Snotlout with a look that read 'are you serious?'.

"Snotlout, I don't think there's any opera with dragons planned for the season." Tuffnut said, glancing at the three dragons. "And knowing Heather, she's going to throw a fit like Ruffnut when she doesn't sleep."

Ruffnut put her hands on her hips. "Look who talks, Mr. grumpy pants."

"I'm not grumpy!"

"You are!"

"I'm not!"

"You are!"

"Guys! Instead of arguing about stupid things, you should be thinking about something! I want that champagne!"

"If you're talking about sneaking into Mildew's office and changing the next performance without him knowing, that's not going to be easy." Fishlegs pointed out.

Snotlout thought for a moment. "I was actually going to suggest that we bribe Mildew to let a dragon in, but your plan is much better."

"What? But-"

"Now we need to find an opera in which a dragon appears. And we need it now!"

"There's Siegfried."

"Siegfred?" Snotlout repeated rather inaccurately.

Ruffnut rolled her eyes. "Sieg**fried**. The one about a boy so stupid he could not discover what fear was. It has a dragon on Act 2, I guess they could use one of these." She pointed at Hookfang, Meatlug and Barf and Belch.

"Perfect! All we need is the music sheet!"

Fishlegs tried to speak, but was interrupted by Tuffnut. "Now that you mention it, I think I saw the music sheet on the storage." The male twin stated.

Snotlout continued. "And one of us will have to distract Mildew and keep him away from his office, then another will sneak in and replace the sheet of the next performance with the Siegfred-"

"Sieg**fried**!" Tuffnut and Ruffnut corrected him with a pinch of annoyance in their voices.

"Well, the music sheet, and Mildew will notice they'll need a dragon for the performance, he'll ask Hiccup to lend them a dragon, and the we'll watch from the best box with the best champagne, just like the rich people do!"

Fishlegs finally snapped. "HEY! Don't you first be thinking on which dragon is most suitable for this?!" Hookfang and Meatlug glanced at the other, Barf and Belch did the same with the other head. "I mean, what if they can't stand being in public? What if they get nervous and someone gets hurt?"

"What are you talking about?! A dragon with stage fright? That's ridiculous! They're not like humans, their brains are the size of a nutshell!"

Hookfang hissed. That was the last straw. The Monstrous Nightmare walked back into the stables, not before smacking Snotlout's nose with his tail.

* * *

><p>Hiccup opened his eyes, and turned his head around to see the Poisonous Whiptail had allowed him to touch him. Toothless stared at them with awe, but his anxiety and precaution drifted away, he could sense Nighthawk's hostility disappear.<p>

"It's alright, boy." Hiccup walked closer, now without any doubt, to the Poisonous Whiptail. "Mind if I see those wounds?"

Nighthawk growled softly, his spines bristling slightly, which Hiccup took as a 'no'. Apparently, he did not like when anyone kept staring at his wooden pegs or scars. Still, Hiccup couldn't wonder outloud. "What kind of person could do this atrocity to you, boy?"

Glump gulped from the shadows. It was now or never, besides, Nighthawk was not going to speak the human tongue in presence of Hiccup, and the boy needed an explanation. "The gypsies, that's who." He said, walking away from the tunnel and into the room.

"Glump!" Muk hissed in horror. "What are you doing?! Get back here!"

Hiccup stepped back, and felt Nighthawk's large frame against his back. Toothless walked closer to him and gave a comforting purr, as if telling him not to be afraid. But the boy was rather surprised to see a Goblin living down there.

"Y-you… You are…"

"A Goblin, I know." Glump confirmed Hiccup's suspicions. "I'm not the only one here, Muk is a Goblin too."

Said Goblin smacked his forehead with his palm, cursing Glump for ratting him out. Still, he knew there was no way out of this, and with a grim sigh, he stepped out of the darkness, allowing Hiccup to see him.

"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to intrude into your…" Hiccup looked around in a rather uncomfortable pose. "… Home."

"Don't worry about that, you're already here."

Muk muttered under his breath. "He should go as fast as he came in here."

"So, he's yours?" Hiccup pointed subtly at Nighthawk, who simply looked away without making a sound.

Glump shook his head. "No, he doesn't belong to anyone. He and the other dragons are simply good friends of ours."

"Well, at least someone finally understands-" Hiccup blinked. "Wait. Other dragons? There are more?"

"That's your cue, guys." Muk coldly glanced at the tunnels. "You shouldn't leave the lad with the doubt, should you?"

Reluctantly, Voltaire was the first to step out of the shadows, his vermillion eyes set on Hiccup warily. Shack followed suit, trailing behind the Skrill. Silk had to push One-Eye forward, however, since the Monstrous Nightmare refused to go forward by himself. Hiccup could not believe what he saw. All these dragons had missing or deformed parts of their bodies. He guessed the Skrill and the Terrible Terror were born like that, but the Monstrous Nightmare lacked an eye, the peg he had instead of a leg looked like it had been connected to the bone and the Changewing had an entire wing missing and had a fake tail sewn into his rear.

"I can't believe it. Who did that to them?" he couldn't help but ask. "You mentioned gypsies."

"A freak show, to be more precise." Muk replied dryly. "As you can see, they did not spend a good time there. Have you never seen a dragon freak show, boy?"

"No. I never liked them. They're far too cruel."

Shack tested the waters and trotted to Hiccup's side, sniffing his prosthetic leg. Hiccup kneeled and attempted to put a gentle hand on the Terrible Terror's head, but the small dragon backed away in fright. However, Shack came closer and sniffed Hiccup's hand; he became tense when Hiccup put his hand on his hand and petted him. After a while, the Terrible Terror softened up and let out purrs of pure delight.

"_So this is what is like to be petted…_" Thought Shack.

Toothless sensed the uncertainty in the others, so he decided to try and calm them down a bit (in Dragonese, of course.)

"Don't worry, he is truly a nice person." He told Voltaire reassuringly.

Silk sighed. "Tell that to One-Eye, look at him"· Silk pointed to the Monstrous Nightmare. One-Eye was leaning against the wall, giving Hiccup a look of contempt. "He is not going to be easy to befriend."

A speck of white ran clumsily from the tunnels in direction of the human. She ran past Muk, past Voltaire and past Glump, stopping right in front of Hiccup, curiously staring at him. Hiccup immediately recognized it.

"Hello there, little guy!" He smiled upon seeing the white fury hatchling once more. "It's nice to see you again."

Voltaire immediately reacted and rushed towards the pair; Toothless protectively stood in front of his human in case Voltaire was going to attack, but Voltaire simply grabbed Snowdrop by the tail and took her away, much to the hatchling's confusion.

"huh…" Hiccup didn't know what to say at that. "I guess she doesn't like me-"

"He. It's he." Muk corrected sharply. "Don't mind Voltaire. Snowdrop is like his own daughter, so don't worry if he doesn't let you near her at first."

"But where are our manners?" Glump pulled Muk closer until they were a few steps away from Hiccup, much to Muk's dismay. "My name is Glump, this is my friend Muk!" Then he pointed at One-Eye, Silk, Shack and Nighthawk respectively. "Those are One-Eye, Silk, Shack and Nighthawk. The Skrill is names Voltaire, and the night fury hatchling is Snowdrop."

"So the white fury is a she? But hey, where are her parents?"

Toothless lightly smacked his human with his wing. Glump's smile vanished, and the rest of the dragons silently crept back through the tunnels they had come from. Stormfly, however, trotted towards Hiccup, purring softly.

"I'm afraid it's a sad story, Hiccup."

Hiccup was about to ask why when something else caught his attention. "Hey, how do you know my name? This is the first time we have met, I believe."

Muk snickered at this as he released his arm from Glump's grasp. "Have you never heard the saying 'the walls have ears', lad?"

"Wait a second, you mean, all this time, all the missing food, the sightings, the bones in one of the walls…?"

"Ya, ya, and ya. That was us."

"I'm confused. You mean to tell me you have lived her for… how much time?"

Toothless tolled his eyes. Stormfly let out a collective sigh of frustration. Muk and Glump glanced at each other in dismay.

They would have to start from the beginning.

* * *

><p>Astrid huffed as she gave her hair more retouches, holding it up in a gentle bun of blonde hairs. She was wearing her best dress, mint in color with sparkles of black and white trims and collar. The sooner she was done with this, the better. Her parents, Monsieur Emile and Madame Beatrice Hoffren would often send letters to the finest families in Paris, making arrangements for their daughter to have a date with one of their sons, despite Astrid's insistence that she didn't need a husband, she could do well by herself, but her parents insisted that it was for the best. She was old enough to marry, and besides, a few families were asking her hand in marriage to their eldest sons.<p>

As she walked away from the opera house through the crowded streets (the place she was supposed to meet her 'date' was not very far, only a few streets away, so she insisted she did not need a carriage), trying her best not to stain her dress in the mud. However, she had to turn into a dark alley to use as a shortcut. The moonlight was not as bright in that place, and even people seemed so sense like there was something lurking in the dark; after all, people had reported sightings of an unknown beast covered in a black cloak wandering through the streets, and citizens were told to be careful.

"Well, well, well… hello pretty thing."

Astrid bolted upright at the voice, seeing three large burly looking men standing before her, all smelling of alcohol, cigarettes, and vomit. It was enough to make Astrid gag. "Been a long time since I've had a woman," one of the men remarked. He had a large gut that hung over his trousers and his clothes reeked of sweat and urine. –it was understandable why a woman hadn't gone near him for quite some time.

"Come with us, pretty," another man belched, reaching out for her. Astrid stepped back, lifting her eyes skyward and wondering why this was occurring precisely on this night. The man burped again and took a few more steps towards her. "Come on, we can go somewhere quiet… we'll pay you well."

The other two snickered at the comment, while Astrid stared wide eyed at them. They thought her a prostitute? She would have punched them in the mouth for speaking such atrocious things at her if they were not bigger than her.

"I'm not for sale." Astrid hissed. Unfortunately, they were blocking the only way out of the alley and when the three of them stood side by side, it was like standing in front of a brick wall. She was trapped and she knew it… she just couldn't show that she knew it.

One of the men frowned at her statement. "Our money is just as good as any other people," he grumbled. "Come on… been a long night, and we want some company."

"No," Astrid stated, sharply this time, her jaw set, her eyes steady, while her mind was screaming for help.

"No?" one of them growled. "Why not? Are you saying that Antoine Aloisen isn't good enough for you?"

She cried out as suddenly a man lunged at her and caught her around the middle, holding her wriggling and struggling body against his over-grown beer gut.

"I got he Antoine! I have her! And…" he grunted as she continued struggling against him. "She's quite a hellcat, this one!" he laughed.

"LET ME GO AT ONCE!" She screamed. "MY FATHER WILL KNOW ABOUT THIS! YOU WILL ALL ROT AWAY IN A CELL IF YOU DON'T LET ME GO!"

"Well, well, we got ourselves a lady from the upper classes." Antoine shrugged his shoulders. "Oh, well. All women are whores, that's my motto in life. Whores to be used whenever you need one," he chuckled. Astrid's eyes narrowed with hate at the man's words. She kept wriggling and squirming against her captor who was now showing signs of struggle with holding onto her.

"God almighty, she's a hellcat! Careful Antoine, she may lash out!"

Antoine spit on the ground, a sign that he had no worried whatsoever. "Let's open this pretty package!" the other man cried out, reaching for Astrid's dress. Astrid struggled even harder when she realized he man's intentions.

"Ah!" cried out the one holding her. "Stop it!" he ordered, although she continued to struggle. "It felt having her delicious rump wiggle against me, but now it's hard to hold onto her!"

"Shut up!" Antoine growled, and pushed the man out of the way. "I'll unwrap this flower… and I get her first."

"No fair!" protested his third companion. "The last time we had a woman, you had her first! She was too tired when she got to me!" Antoine simply grabbed the man by the collar of his shirt and glared at him. The man quickly relented. "Fine, you can have her first," he whimpered cowardly.

Astrid's eyes went wide when she saw the evil smirk on the man as he reached out and much to her horror, grabbed both sides of her dress and ripped it apart, leaving her only in her corset and undergarments. She screamed in protest beneath the hand that covered her mouth, not believing this was actually happening.

"Mmmm…pretty," Antoine grinned, eyeing her body from behind the pale white fabric that covered her. His large grubby hand reached out to touch her, and Astrid summoned up all her strength, before swinging her leg out and kicking him HARD in the groin, and then when he dropped to his knees, in the chin. The man holding her cried out Antoine's name, and at that point, Astrid bit down HARD on the stallion's hand, causing him to yowl in pain. His blood dripped from her mouth, and she wriggled herself loose from his grip. Before the other man could advance upon her, Astrid pushed the now howling man towards the other, and the two ran into each other, causing them both to fall down. Without another look, she took off, she just had to get out of the ally, she just-

"AAAAAH!" she screamed as she felt a something hit her ankle and knock her down to the muddy ground. Antoine, who was still gripping his balls in one hoof, had reached out and tripped her, succeeding in twisting it in just a way that would cause her to sprain herself. She would not be running now.

"You little BITCH!" he spat, his large body flopping on top of hers. "I'll teach you! I'll show you!" Astrid screamed and cried, her face now wet with tears as she could feel his dirty hands reaching into her undergarments, seeking out her legs which she kept tightly shut. "You'll like this, I promise you that," he grinned wickedly, his disgusting mouth coming down on hers. Astrid was able to move her head away just in time, and she screamed as she felt his tongue and lips on her skin. She wriggled, squirmed, kicked, bit, and scratched, whatever she could do to free herself. "Hold her down, damn it!" Antoine yelled to one of his friends. "And shut up!" he shouted, shaking Astrid roughly, before raising his arm to backhand her.

Astrid prepared herself to feel the stinging fire across her cheek, but it never came. "WHAT THE HELL IS THAT?!" Her eyes flew open at the sound of one of Antoine's friends whimpering in fear, and standing just over her, she saw a cloaked figure, gripping Antoine's arm in a claw-nailed hand.

"I wouldn't, if I were you." He growled dangerously, Astrid could tell he was about twelve years old judging by the pitch of his voice.

Antoine stared up at the dark being before him, his eyes wide in both horror and shock. He was told Goblin's tales back at his hometown, Grasse, but he never truly believed them. Yet, now as he gazed up at the… thing clad in black, with a cloak billowing around its body, and its face covered in the shadows, save for the infamous bat ears, he knew… he knew this was an infamous Goblin. A son of the Mountains.

The man who had his hand bitten rose and with a shout charged at the Goblin, but he easily side stepped the man, who went headfirst into a pile of garbage. The other man rose and attacked, but Weevil whirled around before lashing out with his leg, kicking the man in the gut, causing him to double-over, and then proceeding to elbow him hard in the spine.

With those two on the ground groaning in pain, Weevil then turned his attention on Antoine, who was still on top of the soprano. "If you release her now, I'll let you and your friends live… if you do not… Well, I can guess by the look on your face that you've heard about what my kind does to people like you."

Antoine stared up at the Goblin, his mouth open but no sound coming forth. However, a grin slowly spread across his features as he saw one of his friends rise up slowly behind the Goblin, holding a long shard of wood in his hand, aiming it at Weevil's head. "I don't take orders from a bat-face freak," Antoine spat.

Weevil sighed. "You just did a very stupid thing, monsieur."

Weevil's senses were keen, like a wolf, and he bend just in time as the man swung at him with the wood. He kicked the man hard in the balls, then took the wood from his hands and used it as a club against him, hitting him hard across the face with it. Antoine stared in horror and turned his attentions to his other friend who was still groaning on the ground. "Don't just sit there! FIGHT THE BASTARD!"

Astrid took the opportunity to bite down on his hand, causing him to yowl in pain and remove his filthy body just somewhat off her. With all her strength, she kicked her knee up which made contact with Antoine's groin before screaming at Weevil, "BEHIND YOU!"

Weevil whirled around at that second to escape the lunge caused by Antoine's other friend, who was holding a knife. The blade did however make contact with Weevil's cloak, earing a large hole in it. He growled and grabbed hold of the man's hand, twisting it till he dropped the blade. "I love this cloak," he hissed, before kicking the man with his foot, sending him backwards into a wall.

Yet once again, as soon as he was done fighting one man, the other recovered and leapt to his feet, attacking Weevil again, this time throwing his whole body on top of the Goblin's. Weevil was not prepared for this attack, and therefore taken by surprise by the burly man's strength. He winced, but did not cry out in pain as he felt the man punch his lower back. He threw his cloak off then wrapped it tightly around the man's head, causing him to throw blind punches in the air, to which Weevil kicked the man hard in his left shin, before punching him even harder in the jaw.

Antoine was now recovered and grabbed Astrid by the hair, causing her to cry out painfully as he lifted her off the ground. "YOU!" he shouted at the Goblin. Weevil turned around warily, seeing Antoine hold the woman tightly in one arm, while the other revealed a pistol to which he now held to her head.

Astrid who had been struggling stopped as she felt the cold metal of the pistol touch her temple. "DON'T TAKE ANOTHER STEP!" Antoine ordered, thrusting the pistol hard against Astrid. "OR I'LL BLOW HER BRAINS ALL ACROSS THIS ALLEY!"

Weevil did not say a word; he simply faced Antoine head on, his back to his other enemies, knowing he was vulnerable to whatever violence they wished to send his way. He stretched his arms out from his sides, revealing a knife that hung from his right hip. "PUT THAT ON THE GROUND!" Antoine ordered, indicating to Weevil's knife. Weevil did not make a move, but calmly, removed the knife and, with excruciating slowness, placed it on the ground.

What game was he playing? Astrid had a feeling he knew what he was doing, or at least she hoped he did. She wasn't sure what was going to happen to her. Why was he risking his life for hers?

"Now…" Antoine said, trying to sound calm, but anyone could tell he truly wasn't. "You don't move… you let me go… and I won't hurt the girl," he explained, backing down the alley with Astrid still held tightly to him.

"Let the girl go first," Weevil ordered.

"SHE COMES WITH ME!" Antoine shouted, before quickly calming himself. "When I know you're not following me… then I'll release her… but right now, she comes with me."

"No," Weevil whispered, shaking his head. "That's not how it works." Astrid gasped as she watched him take a step towards them.

"STOP RIGHT THERE OR I WILL SHOOT HER!"

Weevil paused… and then took another step.

"I MEAN IT!"

Astrid squeezed her eyes shut, feeling the hot tears pierce her skin as they ran down her face.

"Why not point that gun at me?" Weevil reasoned.

Antoine stared at the Goblin in shock. Weevil took another step closer.

"STEP BACK!" Antoine shouted, now aiming the pistol at Weevil.

And that was what he wanted. In a flash, Weevil's hand stomped down on top of the handle of the knife in which he laid on the ground, causing the blade to leap in the air, and before Antoine could react to what was happening, Weevil gripped the knife and lashed out, cutting Antoine's fingers that held the pistol, the blood spewing out like a fountain and splattering Antoine in the face.

"MY GOD!" he screamed, falling to the mud and gripping his lifeless bleeding hand to his body. "MY GOD!"

Astrid stared in shock at what had just happened, her own face and body splattered with Antoine's blood. She gasped when she saw Antoine's friends rise to their feet, each groaning in pain, each clutching the bleeding wounds on their bodies, but nothing they had compared to what Antoine was suffering. Weevil turned immediately and lifted his knife at them. "Leave now," he growled. "My kind are not normally this forgiving… in fact, we never are… so I advise you to take this rare opportunity, and flee for your lives." He growled, before adding, "And don't bother coming back for your friend."

The two men didn't need to be told twice. They fled the alley with their tails between their legs, like the cowardly dogs that they were. Antoine was still wailing like a banshee on the ground. He reached and grabbed his now dismembered fingers, cradling them like a mother would cradle a baby. He removed the pistol from the now lifeless fingers, and gazed up at Weevil in rage. Suddenly, his sobs turned into a cry of fury and he lifted the pistol to Weevil's heart.

"NO!" Astrid screamed, grabbing Antoine's shirt sleeve with her hand and tugging hard, causing him to reel back, but it was too late. The pistol had fired its shot.

Weevil whirled around at the sound of Astrid's scream. When he saw what Antoine was doing, he wasted no time, took the knife and slashed at the man's throat, causing his life's blood to spill out over his chest. The pistol had been fires, but the bullet did not make the contact it had intended. Astrid quickly released the gurgling Antoine, stepping away as she watched him convulse and his life leave his body, till he lay still like a rock in the mud.

It was raining. Astrid wasn't sure when it had started, but her now hanging hair was sticking to her face and she could feel what was left of her clothes clinging to her body like paper. She lifted her eyes then to the Goblin, not sure what to say or do, but gasped when she saw him fall to his knees before her.

"Good God, w-w-what is it?" she asked, going to his side in an instant. She caught him before he crumbled to the ground, her arm going around him, trying to prop him up as best as she could.

His breathing was heavy, ragged almost. He was groaning in pain, and… blood. There was blood on the sleeveless purple best he wore. She had thought it was Antoine's blood, but no… it was coming somewhere on him!

She pushed back his best, gasping in horror at finding the source of the blood. The bullet hadn't missed him like she had thought. Antoine was pointing at the Goblin's heart, but instead, the bullet had hit him just below the shoulder. Astrid's clothes were soaked and caked with mud; they would not do good for a bandage. She then began to rip a piece of his cloak and pressed it against his shoulder. "You need to hold this here," she instructed. "Please… you need to hold this over the wound… you… monsieur? MONSIEUR!" His eyes had rolled back and he lay unconscious in her arms.

She wasted no time but bent her head over his chest. Yes, she could still hear a heartbeat, although it was very faint. She had no idea where she would be able to find a doctor that would treat a Goblin. No, the only option was to take him with her to he Opera House. True, she knew she could run away from this place and pretend nothing had happened… but she refused to lower herself to such selfishness. She would not let a human being… or a Goblin, who had risked his life for hers, die in the mud. He was much younger, so pushing his arm over her shoulder and carrying him back to the Opera House was not so hard.

Madame Gothi. She knew some healing techniques; she had seen her use them on dancers who injured themselves during rehearsals. She could help him, she had to!

She only prayed that she would get there before her rescuer perished.
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Chapter 12

Madame Gothi was awakened abruptly by loud, fast and frantic-sounding knocking on her door like someone had a very urgent matter to settle with her. With an annoyed huff, Madame Gothi flung her covers aside, stepped out of bed and lit up the candle in her night table before walking towards the door in quick steps, her long nightgown draping along the wooden floor.

"I'm coming, I'm coming!" Madame Gothi snapped with heavy eyes as she made her way to the door, rubbing her worn-down back. "What is it that you have to wake me up at this time of the night?!"

The old woman opened her door, expecting to see Gobber attempting to make one of his 'pranks' on her, but what she saw instead was enough to make her step back in horror and shock.

Astrid was made a complete mess, so she wasn't really surprised. The skirt of her dress was all muddy and torn, while her sleeves and top were all stained with the blood of her savior. She was doing her best not to drop him, his arm was over her shoulders and she had her right arm wrapped around his waits, with her other hand grabbing his arm to keep it from slipping. Weevil was still unconscious, but it was clear he was suffering very much.

"Astrid?! What happened to you?! Who is that?!" Madame Gothi asked in alarm, examining the two of them with wide eyes.

"Madame Gothi, I promise I'll explain you later, but please! You have to save him! He's dying!" Astrid asked pleadingly, her legs trembling under the extra weight. "He saved my life!"

"Quick! Get inside!"

The old woman helped Astrid and the dying Goblin into the room before closing her door shut once more. "Did no one see you?"

"No. Everyone's already at bed."

"Good. Put him on the couch!"

Astrid obeyed and carefully dragged her charge to the small sofa and laid him upon it. Weevil's breathing was raspy and frantic, whimpering every now and then. Astrid removed his muddy cloak off him, but it slipped off her hand when he stepped back in shock.

Madame Gothi nearly did likewise with her candleholder, but refrained from doing so for a different reason.

He was as tall as a twelve year old, only slightly shorter than Astrid. His skin was a reddish light brown, with wild light brown hair, bat-like ears and a dog/reptile mix snout and face. His nails were long and claw-like, and his mud-dirtied feet only had a single toe.

Astrid could not believe she was saved by a Goblin the creatures she had never believed in. Maybe it was a disguise, but he looked so real. Madame Gothi quickly opened one of the drawers in her dressing table and took out various pieces of clothing and towels. "What happened?"

"H-he was shot in the shoulder! He has lost so much blood!"

Gothi examined the still bleeding wound carefully before taking a cloth and pressing it against the wound. "He was lucky. A few more inches to the right and it would have gone into his heart, then I would not have been able to do anything for him." She took a piece of curtain rope from her drawer and tied it around his shoulder to keep the cloth in place. "I'll have to extract the bullet or the wound won't heal and he'll bleed to death." Madame Gothi turned at Astrid. "But you should not see this, dear."

Astrid protested. "But Madame, I can't just leave him like this! He saved my life!"

"Do not worry, I'll take good care of him. Besides, look at you, dear." Gothi gestured at Astrid's whole body. "You need to take a bath, and I doubt you'll be able to make any more use of that dress."

Astrid was reluctant to leave, but Madame Gothi had a point there. She felt rather uncomfortable in those murky clothes, and she wanted to wash off all the blood from her body. Finally, the girl walked away from the room, closing the door behind her.

Madame Gothi went back to her drawers and searched through them until she found what was looking for; a knife, well kept in a special case, any extremely polished in case of emergencies like this. Weevil's breathing was getting weaker, and his whimpers became more constant, it was pretty obvious he was in pain. Gothi returned to the Goblin's side, untied the curtain rope, and lifted the now blood-stained cloth off the wound. She had no time to give the young one something to ease the pain, so she reluctantly dug the blade into his flesh, just where the bullet had struck. Not a second passed before the Goblin unconsciously dug his claws into her couch, his legs started kicking and he attempted to wiggle out from her hard hold. However, the old woman was rather experienced in this, and with a cold expression she dug the blade deeper into his shoulder, not enough to reach his bone, just enough so that she could get the blasted bullet off. Weevil started whining and screeching in agony just as the knife tore his flesh apart, but was powerless against Gothi's iron grip.

The black iron ball flung out of the Goblin's shoulder with a careful pull of the knife and fell to the ground, covered in blood.

Gothi immediately pressed a new, clean cloth over the wound tightly to keep him from bleeding any further otherwise he would die. Weevil was rather pale from all the blood he lost, not to mention the mud in his feet. He still whimpered in pain, barely conscious, gritting his teeth and tightening his hands into fists.

The old woman quickly went to fetch something else from her wardrobe. She would have to close the wound now to help it heal and prevent any more blood from leaving the Goblin. She was worried that his screaming would wake the entire Opera staff, and would lead them to her room. She did not wish her granddaughter to witness such a scene, nor any of the other dance girls or staff.

But not only that. Where would she keep the young Goblin while he healed? She obviously could not have him locked up in her room all the time, he would surely attempt to escape, and he would most likely be discovered if she talked him into staying in there all the time, anyway.

Maybe she could ask Muk and Glump to let him stay with them for a time, at least until he was strong enough to return to wherever he was from. Besides, this young Goblin would be better in the hands of others of his own kind; Gothi did not know about Goblin anatomy, other than their feet and ears were very sensible and their skulls hard as stone.

She would have to find a way to send them a message.

* * *

><p>"Let me get this straight." Hiccup paced around the cave in disbelief, no longer bothering to hide his prosthetic foot from his new friends. "You've all been living down here for four years without anyone finding out about this?"<p>

Muk nodded. "Only Stormfly and…" he looked away. "Someone else."

"Who?"

"If I tell you, she'll kill me, so forget about it."

"Anyway, Hiccup, how did you get in here? We put traps on the tunnels you came through so that no one would be able to find us." Glump added, putting his chicken leg aside. "Only Stormfly knows the way through there."

"I was just looking for Toothless." Hiccup pointed at the curled up Night Fury napping at Muk's side. "I did not mean to intrude in here."

"Well, you did." Muk hissed. "And now that you know about this, you better not spill the beans or I'll hunt you down. I know where you live."

"Muk!" Glump smacked is forehead and pressed his ears against his head. "Why don't you go with the others to see if One-Eye hasn't had a hysteric attack?"

Muttering something about 'having to treat the intruder like he was a guest', Muk stood and walked away, still limping on his healing foot. Hiccup nervously spoke to the other Goblin. "Does he really know where I live?"

Glump chuckled as he took a bite from his chicken leg. "No, don't worry. He was just messing with you, he doesn't like strangers, much like the other dragons."

Stormfly let out a snort.

Toothless let out a yawn, showing his set of retractable teeth.

"I still can't believe all that happened to them. How could anyone do such atrocities to those poor dragons?"

"You know how freak shows work, they're only meant for the gypsies to make money. They care not for their welfare or emotions."

"And you two? Were you in that carnival too?"

Hiccup noticed Glump stiffened ever so slightly when he asked that question, but the Goblin quickly regain his composure. "No. Muk and I came from England, we arrived a while before the dragons did."

"Speaking of which, from what I saw, you understand them? It seemed like they spoke to you in their own tongue. Have you been so much time together you can understand what they think?"

"Well…." Glump didn't know what to reply to that, especially with Stormfly and Toothless in there. The truth was, Goblins were the few non-animal creatures animals and dragons permitted themselves to talk to, along with Fairies, Gnomes, Dwarves, and in a few occasions, Trolls. However, these non-humans could not divulge the secret of the Unbreakable Law either.

"Yeah, that." Was all he said.

"I still can't believe I encountered an albino Night Fury. I mean, I know finding a Night Fury is very hard these days, but another color variant is a lifetime event." Hiccup leaned against Toothless's body. "If Count Dagur sees her, he will do anything to get his clutches on her."

"That's why you cannot tell anyone about us, Hiccup. Not only for Snowdrop, but for the others. Imagine what would happen if people found us, they would probably end up back in the carnival, back to their hell." Glump shuddered. "Not to mention Muk and I would probably be sent back to work in mines."

"Don't worry, no one will ever know anything from me."

"Hey, Hiccup. There's something I need to ask you now that Muk is not here. If he finds out I'm asking you this, he'll be upset. When I wandered around the passages in the Opera House, sometimes I saw you interacting with…" Glump glanced at the entrance, hoping his friend was not close enough to hear. "Mademoiselle Astrid."

Immediately after Glump mentioned the singer's name, Hiccup's cheeks gained a reddish color and he grew nervous. That's what Glump needed to hear… or see.

"You have a crush on her, don't you?"

"W-what are you talking about?! I'm just a stable boy, and she's a high-class lady! There's no way could have feelings for her, she is way out of my league-OW!" Hiccup yelped when Toothless smacked him with his wing. The Night Fury then turned towards the Goblin and purred. "What was that for?!"

"Hiccup, I know enough about love to figure out when someone has a crush on another person. Sure, out ways of choosing a mate are very different, but it starts the same; when you feel attracted to someone."

Unable to counter that logic, Hiccup sighed in dismay. "Okay, you got me. I admit, I may have a bit of a crush on Astrid, but what does this have to do with Muk hearing us?"

"He… He's in love with Astrid as well, but he is more serious about it. I've always noticed how he becomes jealous every time he see's her interacting with other men, especially… you."

"Me? I don't know if he has noticed, but Astrid and I are not on the friendliest of terms. She thinks I'm an idiot!"

"But that doesn't mean it will last forever. She may change her attitude in a few days, or months, or even years, but who knows, it's just that her career it's always been more important to her."

"Wait a sec, how do you know that?"

Glump glanced away, growing nervous. "Muk has the habit to… I can't tell you what he does, he'll have my head." He quickly went back to the subject. "Look, the point is, be careful. If Muk finds out you love Astrid too, he'll take it against you. Especially since you're much closer to her due to being of her same race."

Glump failed to see a shadow hiding in the entrance of the cavern, listening to their every word. Muk was not one to usually hold resentment against someone, but what Hiccup just said was enough for him. The Goblin dug his claws into the rock, his breathing becoming raspy and his blood boiling figuratively, before storming away from the entrance of the cavern (still limping).

He would not let Hiccup have any chance with _his_ Astrid.

"Come on, Glump. Is he that bad?"

Glump shook his head. "Nay. He is a nice Goblin, truly, he is. He can be straight-to-the-point, he never sugarcoats anything, and at times he can even be quite irritable, but he is a nice friend. It's just that he's never had a woman in his life. I think watching me with Aliya back in the mines while he himself never could imprint on a female in that time added indirect insult to injury."

Hiccup nodded, understanding. As he shifted in the stone floor against Toothless's body, he felt something in hi rear; piles of papers. Hiccup picked them up and realized they were music sheets upon closer inspection, already used. This would explain why music sheets went missing sometimes too.

Glump realized what he was holding. His ears perked up in alarm. "Hiccup! Don't read that!"

"Hey, this it…" Hiccup's eyes swiftly read the notes written on the sheet, imagining the melody in his head. "This is brilliant. The lyrics, the modern-like melody… Did you or Muk write it?"

"N-no, it was-"

Before he could say anything else, Silk rushed into the cave, snatched the music sheets from Hiccup's hands with his teeth and trotted to the other end of the cavern. He placed the music sheets on the floor and rested on top of them, all the while giving Hiccup an apprehensive stare. The stable boy glanced at the Changewing in surprise and confusion.

"What was that?"

Toothless and Stormfly giggled at Silk's antics, Silk shifted in his spot to turn his back on them. Glump let out a fifth sigh that day. "Silk's the brilliant composer who's working on that opera."

…

Silk grew irritated when he heard Hiccup laughing at that remark.

"Okay, that was funny, Glump. Know dragons are smart, but I never thought them capable of writing…" Hiccup noticed the four pairs of eyes giving him irritated glances. "Wait, you're serious?"

"You think I'd joke with something like that? Even if you may not believe it, Silk is the one who wrote that opera."

Hiccup blinked. "I'm sorry if I keep insisting, but I simply cannot believe a dragon can write an entire opera. I'm not calling him dumb, I'm just saying that writing an entire performance is too complicated for a dragon to understand. How did he even learn to write music notes?"

Silk had enough. With a growl, he took a stick lying nearby and walked towards Hiccup, his fake tail dripping behind. When he was in front of the human, the Changewing started to scribble on the dust with the stick. To Hiccup's complete amazement, Silk was scribbling the notes of a part of his music sheets. The human watched as the dragon gave swift strokes through the dust, drawing G cleffs, alto and tenor cleffs, bass clefs, octave cleffs and half, quarter, eighth and many other notes, breaks and key signatures, accommodating them all like a professional. When he was done, Silk tossed the stick aside and sat down.

Toothless would have laughed at the expression Hiccup had if the air was not so tense. Hiccup processed what just happened in his brain, a Changewing had just written an entire scene soundtrack in a few minutes. These dragons were a complete different thing.

Silk let out a triumphant snort.

"This is unbelievable…" Hiccup ran a finger through the dust, but withdrew his hand quickly when Silk growled softly; he apparently didn't want Hiccup ruining his masterpiece. "Boy, if anyone saw this, it would change the view the world has on dragons forever."

"_Yeah, they would send me to a zoo_." Silk thought, rolling his eyes.

"Hiccup, I think you should go." Glump added quickly, gulping. "I mean, your friends must be worrying about you. Besides, you must be tired. I think it's nighttime already.

"Now that you mention it, I don't know how much time I've been down here, but if I take any longer Fishlegs will try to come down to look for me." Hiccup stood up with some effort on his prosthetic leg, then glanced at Toothless and Stormfly. "Guys, it's time to go back." As the dragons lifted off the ground, Hiccup glanced at the Goblin. "Mind if I visit you? I'd like to know more about the dragons."

"I guess you could come when Stormfly brings us food." Glump replied simply. "Now that you're at it, could you bring us some food too? The dragons eat most of the food she brings and only leave a fish or two for me and Muk."

Hiccup grinned. "You can count on it. One of these days I could bring you some real food." Saying this, he, Stormfly and Toothless went back through the tunnel, back to the exterior world, away form the dragons' limbo (with Stormfly leading the way).

When he was sure Hiccup was out of earshot, Silk finally spoke. "Well, at least he didn't try to steal my work."

"Nay, Hiccup doesn't look like that kind of person." Glump replied, taking another bite of his chicken leg.

"Tell that to One-Eye." Silk replied, sighing. "He nearly had a hysteria attack a while ago, that's why I came here and I saw Hiccup was reading my sheets." Silk immediately grew excited. "Did you hear what he said? He liked it! HE LIKED IT!"

"Yeah, you don't need to yell!" Shack flew into the room, covering his ears. "I can hear your roaring all the way from the other caves."

"Hiccup read his opera, and he liked it." Glump explained upon noticing that Silk was so excited he did not hear the Terrible Terror. "He is happy because of that."

"Hiccup liked it? Go tell that to One-Eye, I can't wait to see his expression."

"That's what I'm gong to do!" Immediately, Silk rushed out of the cave, unknowingly brushing Shack aside abruptly, nearly sending him against the wall, but with quick flapping of his wings Shack regained his balance in the air.

"One-Eye will never hear the end of it." He snickered, before turning around to glance at Glump. "Hey, do you know why Muk is so mad?"

Glump blinked. "What do you mean?"

"I passed by him a while ago and asked him if Hiccup was sill here, but he stiffened and went away when Hiccup's name left my maw. I have a feeling he doesn't like him."

Glump didn't say anything. He was frozen in horror; he must have overheard when Hiccup confessed he was interested in Astrid. Now Muk would take it against the stable boy, even though he had done nothing to the Goblin, but wishing to have the same girl as Muk did was enough for him. Glump hoped with all his might that Muk would not try to do something to Hiccup, at least not something mortal. If Muk had been capable of slipping a poisonous snake into Heather's wardrobe, what would he be capable of with his newly-discovered love rival?
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Next day, there was an uproar.

As soon as the Newspaper stand was outside the doors of the Opera House and the seller shouted something about 'gruesome murder on Dumas street', people was attracted immediately and the stand soon ran out of papers. Antoinette was lucky enough to purchase a newspaper before they ran out, and headed back inside. A few of the workers and dancers managed to buy a newspaper, and were all murmuring about the beast that had done this to that poor man. Not only that, but judging by the way Astrid reacted when it the subject was mentioned to her, she had either seen it with her own eyes or there was another side of the story the papers were not telling.

While Antoinette was mostly found in the company of the other dance girls, sometimes she preferred the company of Hiccup and Fishlegs, since they were not as gossiping as the girls were. She and the boys could not believe what they read. According to the two men who went to the police, they were attacked by a Goblin clad in a black cloak, which the police didn't believe, of course. Not even after showing the officers the handless corpse of their friends did they believe the Goblin part of the story. The police simply assumed the murderer had disguised himself so he would not be recognized.

The Newspaper, on the other hand, was very interested in their story. They wrote down everything the men said, and added up a bit of details in order to make the story a bit more 'dramatic'. All they cared about was crushing the competition, nothing more. The pictures wree not appealing either. The first one depicting the supposed 'Goblin' showed a large, bat-eared demon with rows of sharp teeth drooling, with unsheathed claws, jumping over a roof, the moon rising behind him. The other picture, showing the victim, was not exaggerated in the least, it simply showed the corpse the way it was found by the police.

"Oh, boy." Fishlegs commented while taking a look at the picture. "Do you think it was really a Goblin that did this?"

Suddenly, Hiccup grew nervous and snatched the paper from Fishlegs's hands. "Don't be ridiculous, Fishlegs. Goblins don't exist, they're just miner tales. Besides, even if they did exist, you wouldn't find them in a big city like Paris."

"Hiccup's right, Fishlegs." Antoinette added as she fidgeted with one of her red braids. "Grandma has told me they're only fairytales."

"Then you think the witnesses were simply exaggerating?" Fishlegs inquired.

"It could be like what the police says, and the murderer just used a disguise."

"But cutting off his hands? That's inhumane!"

"You know people these days, Fishlegs. For any sum of money they're capable of doing things they wouldn't do otherwise. Just look at count Dagur!" Hiccup spat Dagur's name. "He thinks that only because he's rich he can do whatever he wants whenever he wants to whoever he wants. And when he can't get what he wants, he behaves like a spoiled child and throws a tantrum about it."

"Maybe, but he's…" Antoinette's gaze drifted away into fantasyland and her face enlightened at the mention of Dagur. "He sure is charming, and handsome…"

Hiccup and Fishlegs groaned in dismay. "There she goes again…" the thinner boy whined, before noticing something. "Hey, where's Snotlout?"

"Didn't he tell you? He, Ruffnut and Tuffnut are going to change the next performance for one which has a dragon, one called Siegfried."

"He what?!" Hiccup immediately jumped to his feet. "I can't believe it! He'll get us all fired!" Saying this, Hiccup ran into the stages of the Opera. Hopefully, he could stop them before this madness. The dragons watched him go, before resuming their question-and-answer session with Toothless.

"How did they look like?" Hookfang asked.

"Are they friendly?" Meatlug added.

"How bad are their deformities-OW!" Barf and Belch yelped in pain when Stormfly knocked his heads together.

As usual, Toothless answered the three questions in a single sentence. "They're Nighthawk the Poisonous Whiptail, Silk the Changewing, Shack the Terrible Terror, Voltaire the Skrill, One-Eye the Monstrous Nightmare, Snowdrop, and the two goblins, Muk and Glump. They're not that bad, of all of them, Voltaire, Snowdrop, Silk and Glump are the friendliest. Shack is a good dragon, even though he is sarcastic and sometimes says the wrong things at the wrong moment. Muk is rather serious and his sense of humor is very dry, not to mention he is rather direct." Toothless shuddered when he remembered Nighthawk and One-Eye. "One-Eye reminds me a bit of you, Hookfang, but taken to the extremes."

"What's that supposed to mean?" Hookfang inquired, offended.

"I mean, he is stubborn and strong, but I can tell on the inside he is terrified. He was not precisely friendly with me nor Hiccup; actually, he avoided Hiccup altogether."

Stormfly sighed sadly. "He's afraid of being hurt again. Of all of them, One-Eye is the one who was mostly affected psychologically. You have not seen him in one of his hysteria attacks."

"I think we'd be good friends…" Hookfang snickered.

"I can't imagine two Hookfangs roaming around…" Barf muttered under his breath.

"Nighthawk is a different story. He cares for everyone under his care, almost like a father, but he doesn't completely trust humans. He nearly killed Hiccup."

"What about their deformities?" Meatlug inquired, but since she had only one head, Stormfly simple elbowed her at the sides.

It took a few seconds for Toothless to answer that. "They're not that bad, but they're very sensitive about it. Voltaire's right side of his face is marked as if he had been burned. Shack only has odd-eyes, I guess you've seen cats with eyes of a different color. Silk's wing was cut off completely, and his tail was cut off, instead he has a fake tail sewn on its place. One-Eye has an eye missing, he uses a cloth to hide the gash left. His right leg his missing, but… the peg he has looks like it was shoved into his skin, it even looks like skin is growing on the edges of the wood. Nighthawk's right paw and his left leg were cut off and replaced with wooden pegs. Muk and Glump have no deformities that I know of."

"Doesn't sound as bad as Stormfly made it sound…" Meatlug commented.

"Speaking of which, have you heard the news?" Barf pointed at Fishlegs and Antoinette with his tail.

"They say a Goblin murdered someone yesterday night." Belch finished.

"You don't think it was Muk and Glump, do you?" Stormfly narrowed her eyes at the Zipplebackk suspiciously. "They wouldn't hurt a fly!"

"Besides, how could they do it if they were with us the whole time?" Toothless added, stretching himself over his straw bed.

"Another Goblin arriving at the city, then?" Hookfang suggested. "Maybe he was a stowaway on a train or a state fair, and he had no other choice but to come to Paris. As for the murder, he could have defended himself." Hookfang noticed the other dragons were staring uncredulously at him. "What?"

"Who are you and what have you done with Hookfang?" Barf and Belch playfully asked simultaneously.

"You're talking like Silk." Stormfly added up with a chuckle.

As Hookfang rolled his eyes in annoyance, a fuzz ball trotted into the stables, and hopped unto the crate next to Stormfly's box. Toothless perked up his ears. "Hey there, Turnip."

The fuzz ball was nothing more than small gray-furred cat. His underbelly and left paw was a creamy color, and the tip of his thin tail had a black ring around it. His eyes were a green similar ot that of Toothless's eyes, but with a speck of blue.

"Guys, you're talking about the newspaper? Listen to this, they didn't tell the whole story."

Hookfang and Meatlug immediately leaned closer to the cat. "What do you mean?" Hookfang asked.

"I was passing by the crime scene when it happened." Turnip looked around before lifting his paw and motioning the dragons to come closer. "Have you wondered what were three men doing randomly at a dark alley at that time of the alley? Nothing good, I can tell you that. Last night, I saw Astrid walking down the street and I saw her go through an alley as a shortcut to a certain place.

Stormfly was the first to connect the dots. "You mean to say those three men were going to force themselves on her? A good thing Muk has not yet heard of this, or he would go after the two remaining humans and finish them off."

"Who's Muk?" Turnip asked innocently.

Stormfly panicked at his question. She had accidentally mentioned the Goblin. Hookfang rescued her. "Astrid's cousin. He is very over protective of her, he is more like a brother than a cousin to her."

Turnip accepted the answer. Stormfly gave Hookfang a thankful look as Toothless continued talking with Turnip. "You mean the Goblin actually saver her from those three?"

Turnip nodded. "Yes. He drove way two of the men, and engaged the third. He cut off his hands and killed him, but a bullet struck him. Astrid brought him here, after that I don't know what happened."

"What?!" Stormfly nearly roare. "He is here?"

"She took him inside, but I couldn't get in, so I don't really know what happened to him."

Three Goblins now? What was next?

* * *

><p>"Muk? Are you angry?"<p>

Muk said nothing to reply. He and Glump made their way through the passages towards Madame Gothi's chambers, after Shack informed them she wanted to see them. Despite being frequently used, the wood smelled like old and cobwebs nearly hid the ceiling from view. Not that the Goblins minded about the spiders, that is. They grew accustomed to them long ago.

"Muk?" Glump was getting worried. He started to think Muk _was_ angry at _him_. "I'm sorry you had to listen to what I said about you-"

"That?" the smaller Goblin finally spoke to him, which was a relief, even though his tone gave him shivers. "No, I'm not angry because of that, I'm not even mad at you. What makes me angry is what Hiccup said…" Muk spat the stable boy's name venomously.

"Come on, Muk. You can't be angry at Hiccup for having a crush on Astrid too."

"Why not? You don't admit it, but you're upset that Voltaire has much more of Snowdrop's affections than you do."

"That's-!" Glump tried to sound calm, but he was starting to get angry too. "It's not the same thing! I'm not in love with Snowdrop, she's like my little sister. And both Voltaire and I can interact with her…"

Glump understood what was making Muk angry.

"See? While I'm forced to watch Astrid from the shadows, forever hidden from her, that boy might as well ask her out and I wouldn't be able to do anything about it!"

"If it upsets you that much, why don't you try speaking to Astrid instead of whining and complaining? How do you expect to get a chance with her when you don't even have the guts to talk to her?"

Before Muk could argue, he noticed they had come to their destination. Sliding the secret door behind the mirror silently, the two Goblins stepped into Gothi's room, and found her conveniently waiting for them next to her couch.

"What took you so long?"

"Hey, that's my line." Even though he was not in a good mood, Muk never lost his sense of humor.

"You wanted to see us?" Glump spoke next, before noticing someone was lying on Gothi's couch.

"If it wasn't urgent, I wouldn't have called you here." Gothi replied sharply. She then motioned them to come closer. "Yesterday, Mademoiselle Astrid was attacked by burglars-"

"WHAT?!" Muk took Gothi by the shoulders abruptly. "Why didn't you tell me?! How is she?! Did they hurt her?!"

Glump took his palm to his forehead in dismay.

"No, she is fine." Gothi replied dryle as she released herself from Muk's grasp. "That's not why I called you here. Luckily, she was saved by a Goblin, and-"

"WHAT?!" This time it was Glump who interrupted her, pushing Muk aside.

"Are you going to keep interrupting me?!" Madame Gothi lost her patience and stamped her staff to the ground. "I'll go straight to the point. The young Goblin was shot in the shoulder, and she brought him here. I extracted the bulled and closed the wound, but I can't do nothing more for him. He cannot stay here, it anyone came into my room they would spot him. I need you to take him to your lair and let him stay there."

"You want us to give him shelter?" Muk inquired with raised ears. "For free?"

"Muk! It's not like we run a motel or something!" Glump looked at his friend reproachfully before glancing at the couch.

Weevil was lying on the couch, still unconscious; the wound was all closed and it no longer bled, but Glump could guess it would leave a scar. For some reason he could not explain, when he walked closer to the couch and gingerly picked the much younger Goblin up, he felt something stir inside him. As if a void inside him was quenched. Muk stared at his friend with thin raised ears.

"It's been a long time ever since I saw you hold someone like that, Glump." He commented somberly.

Weevil didn't know what was happening, but he could feel he was being held. Funny, he had the feeling he knew this warm and protective embrace, but he couldn't remember. Subconsciously, Weevil snuggled deeply into the embrace of whoever was holding him.

"Glump, we should go." Muk was staring at the dor worryingly. "What if someone comes in with us still here?"

Glump stared down at his charge for a little while as the latter unconsciously accommodated in his arms. "Let's go."

* * *

><p>Ruffnut made sure Mildew was not around. If he caught them doing this, it would probably cost them their job. Luckily, no one was around the waiting are to go into Mildew's office, the few who were had their noses into the newspaper, reading the first page and the history about the murder. Knowing Mildew, he was going after Count Dagur, doing anything he could to please him. Ruffnut motioned her brother and Snotlout that the coast was clear, and quickly made their way through the yellow-painted corridor, their feet lightly stomping unto the red velvet carpet. On the door, there was a plaque which read <strong>Manager's Office<strong>.

"Okay, Ruffnut. Snotlout and I will go into Mildew's office to make the change, while you stay here and make sure Mildew doesn't show up." Tuffnut indicated his sister, but she crossed her arms.

"Why do I have to make the watch?"

"I'm the one who's part of the Orchestra, so stop complaining!"

With an annoyed huff, Ruffnut turned aroundand started her watch duty reluctantly as Snotlout and Tuffnut warily opened the door.

Mildew's office was not as sparse as they thought it was. Plain, bare desk, simple chair, and various metal drawers, probably filled with the Operas planned for the season, past performances and the record of every single one of the workers. Closing the door shut behind them, they headed towards one of the metal drawers, and started searching for the archive of the next performance.

Hiccup ran up the stairs and into the hall in which Mildew's office was located; when he saw Ruffnut standing guard in the door, he realized they were already doing it.

"Ruffnut!" Hiccup exclaimed as he ran towards the door. "What are you doing here? Where are Snotlout and Tuffnut!"

Ruffnut rolled her eyes and pointed at the door. "Doing the exchange."

Hiccup groaned in frustration and dashed through the door, just as Snotlout and Ruffnut exchanged the music sheets and closed the drawers.

"Oh, great!" Snotlout groaned in dismay upon realizing his cousin had arrived. "What do you want Hiccup?"

"What in tarnation are you doing?!" Hiccup hissed, glancing worryingly at the door before turning to glare at Snotlout and Tuffnut. "Do you want to get all of us fired?!"

"Come on, it's not that bad"" Tuffnut said. "We already changed the performances, he won't notice."

"If he catches us here, he's going to think we're trying steal something or worse! What were you thinking?!"

"I don't know about you, Hiccup, but I want that champagne!"

"Whatever! Let's get out of here before-!"

Before he could continue, the trio heard voices outside the door. The three boys froze in horror, they recognized that voice.

"Ruffnut, why are you standing outside my office?"

Ruffnut nervously leaned against the door to prevent Mildew from entering. "Well, that's a good question! I was…" Ruffnut tried to think of something to keep him busy. "I was taking a walk! I mean, Heather gave me a few minutes to rest, and so I decided to come here and take a little breath."

"Wouldn't it have been better if you went outside?" Mildew tried and failed to go into his office.

"Yeah, I thought of that, but with the news about the murder yesterday night I didn't want to take risks. Did you know the murderer was a Goblin?"

"A Goblin? In Paris?"

"Yeah. Don't you think Count Dagur should know about that?"

"You're right! I must warn him right away! Now step aside, the telephone is in there."

Astrid was taking a stroll through the Opera House to clear her thoughts after last night's fiasco when she noticed Ruffnut was talking with Mildew outside his office. Judging by the way she was trying to keep him from walking into his office, she guessed Snotlout was up to something. If he caught them in there, he would most likely punish them. Astrid waled closer to the pair just as Mildew was gently shoving Ruffnut aside and turning the knob of the door…

"AAAHHHH!"

Mildew and Ruffnut were startled when Mademoiselle Astrid screamed. Astrid herself ws surprised as to why she was helping them get away with this one, perhaps she had grown fond of Hiccup and Snotlout's antics and she never realized it.

"Mademoiselle Astrid? What's wrong?" Mildew turned his attention from his door and turned his full attention to the understudy.

"I… I…"

While Astrid stuttered to gain time, Ruffnut got behind Mildew and silently opened the door, motioning Hiccup. Snotlout and Tuffnut to hurry up and come out. The three silently crept out of Mildew's office, closing the door behind them. When they were out of sight, Astrid finally replied.

"I think I saw a mouse."

Mildew groaned in frustration, but when he turned around to go into his office, he didn't realize the door had been closed by Ruffnut and his nose collided with the door. Astrid walked away as the old man rubbed his nose and cursed in French.

What a big baby.

* * *

><p>"Who is a genius? Come on, I want to hear it again."<p>

One-Eye furiously took two cushions to his ears to try and block Silk's voice. "Silk, I swear, if you don't shut up I'll cut off your tongue!"

Silk smirked. "You're angry because it turned out my work wasn't as much rubbish as you called it."

"You don't have to be repeating it like a parrot!" Nighthawk growled softly with a yawn as he stirred in his nest. "You've been talking all damn night!"

"Besides, just because Hiccup liked it doesn't mean anything." One-Eye retorted. "When I see that Opera actually performed, I'll admit my mistake and tell you you're a musical genius."

"Ha, you're on." Saying this, Silk ran out of the cavern, flapping his only wing in reflex.

"You know, you should stop denigrating Silk's hopes." Nighthawk commented when the Changewing was out of earshot. "It's mean on your part."

"I just don't want him getting hurt." One-Eye replied simply. "Even if somehow he got to present that Opera to Mildew, who's the old man going to present as the compositor? He can't present a dragon!"

Nighthawk laid his head on the straw and hoped to get some sleep now that Silk had left, but before he could drift off, Shack flew into the cave. "News flash! Muk and Glump brought another Goblin."

"What?" One-Eye was the only one who grew alarmed. "For goodness sake! What's next? Voltaire bringing a puppy?"

"I'd usually make a ruckus about it, but all I want to do right now is sleep." Nighthawk shifted in his next so that his scarred back was facing the other dragons. "One-Eye, would you mind?"

With another roll of his eyes, the Monstrous Nightmare followed Nighthawk out of the cavern. Satisfied, Nighthawk stretched his wings and lay them at his sides. As he was about to drift off once more, another call brought him from the borders of Morpheus's embrace.

"Nitawk!"

The Poisonous Whiptail groaned in dismay and wrapped his wings around himself.

What did he need to do to take a nap in this place?
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Chapter 14- The Singer and the Goblin

_The clouds obscured the sky and let their charge of rain fall to the earth. The English wilderness was not especially safe in nights like this, especially for travelers walking through muddy roads, running the risk of slipping and falling off a cliff. There would be lighting every now and then, making the most superstitious villagers think there were Skrills flying around. But the truth was the Skrill was a Russian dragon breed, and there were very few cases in which a Skrill was found in the wild in other countries other than Siberia. _

_Two shadows, one tall, the other much shorter, awaited at the borders of a farm until the farmers went to sleep. Shrouded and hidden in dark cloaks to protect themselves from the rain. The taller figure was holding a small bundle in his arms, and protected it with a piece of his cloak. After a while, the last lights on the farmhouse were off._

"_Glump, are you sure you want to do this?" _

_Glump looked down at the bundle in his arms sadly. "There's no other choice. I can't feed him, and his mother is dead. I don't have any milk left, if I keep him he'll eventually starve. I can't let him die so young."_

"_But to leave him with humans?" Muk asked with worry. "I don't think that's a good idea."_

"_I don't like the idea either, but what else can I do? No Goblin clan will accept to look after him, if you're not born within a clan they won't care for you."_

"_What if the humans don't accept him either?"_

_Glump said nothing to this. He looked down at the bundle in his arms once more, and moved the blanket a little. There was a few-days old Goblin wrapped in that blanket, snuggling deeply into his father's embrace looking for warmth, not really knowing what was about to happen. _

"_It's a risk I have to take, Muk."_

_Understanding, but reluctant, Muk nodded. "Very well, then. I'll wait for you here, don't take too long or you will get caught."_

_Glump carefully but swiftly rushed towards the farmhouse, holding his baby close to his chest like he was the most precious thing in the world. When he was a few steps in front of the door, Helfer started whimpering, and he began to cry._

"_Sh-h-h-h." Glump cooed at his son softly, in a loving way. "There, there, don't worry… it'll be alright, son."_

_When Helfer didn't calm down, his father held him even closer, if that was possible. _

"_Shhh, do not cry, my little Helfer…" Glump's eyes were tearing up. "I know how much this will hurt the both of us, but it's for the best." The older Goblin wiped a few tears from his son's eyes. "Just never forget, my little Helfer, that your father loves you. Very much."_

_Helfer didn't understand what was happening, but he had a bad feeling about this. His tiny fingers took a hold of Glump's long hair bangs. Knowing Helfer would not budge so easily, Glump decided he needed to lull him to sleep. _

_When she was pregnant with him, Aliya used to sing a lullaby for Helfer every night before going to sleep. When Helfer came into the world, he seemed to remember that song, since his father often sang it to him when he couldn't sleep. _

_Rocking his infant son gingerly, Glump began to sing:_

_**Hush now, my baby,**_

_**Be still, love, don't cry**_

_**Sleep like you're rocked by the stream**_

_**Sleep and remember**_

_**My lullaby**_

_**And I'll be with you when you dream.**_

_Helfer's ears twitched at his father's loving, calming voice, and his crying dimished. Every note made Glump's heart crack, every note reminded him of Aliya, but he had to do this._

_**Drift on a river**_

_**That flows through my arms.**_

_**Drift as I'm singing to you**_

_**I see you smiling**_

_**So peaceful and calm**_

_**Here in my arms**_

_**Safe from all harm**_

_**Holding you, I'm smiling, too.**_

_Helfer's hand loosened its grip on his father's hair and took his finger to his mouth to suck it. His father nearly giggled, but he had not the heart to right then._

_**Hush now, my baby**_

_**Be still, love, don't cry.**_

_**Sleep like you're rocked by the stream**_

_**Sleep and remember**_

_**My lullaby**_

_**And I'll be with you when you dream.**_

_**I'll be with you when you dream.**_

_Finally, Helfer let out a big yawn (one of the many traits he inherited from his father) and rested his head against his father's chest, falling asleep soundly. Despite the contradictory tears rolling down his cheeks, Glump managed to give his son a small smile, and before he placed him on the doorstep, he gave Helfer one last kiss on his forehead. _

"_Goodbye, Helfer." He sobbed. "I hope we meet again someway."_

_Saying this, Glump knocked the door loudly. When his sensible ears caught the sound of footsteps, the Goblin ran back to where Muk was waiting. _

_He did not look back._

* * *

><p>Voltaire was not happy.<p>

It was not that he was heartless, but he did wish Glump and Muk had told him with anticipation that they would bring one more member to their little family, so he would have been better prepared. Then again, they just found out a little while ago, so he couldn't really blame them for this. There was only one little problem.

"Where is he going to sleep?" The Skrill inquired matter-of-factly. "I don't think he'll be able to share nest with me or the others, and it would be rather awkward for him to share bed with you two."

"He could have my bed while we get another for him," Glump suggested, laying Weevil on his bed for the moment.

"And where would you sleep?" Muk countered. "No offence, Glump, but if the both of us sleep on my hammock it won't last long."

"I guess he could sleep with Silk for the moment." Voltaire added up, staring at the still-unconscious Goblin.

Glump gulped. "Are you sure he won't mind?"

"Don't worry, he won't. As long as you don't touch his precious work, it should be okay."

One-Eye crawled into the cave to take a look at the 'newbie', as he was putting it. Nighthawk had been left alone with Snowdrop, he would have to wait until she got bored and went after Voltaire to have his nap. One-Eye snickered internally at the thought.

"If you're going to make one of your nasty comments, don't say anything at all." Voltaire hissed. He knew the Monstrous Nightmare well enough to know when he was dying to annoy someone.

Ignoring him, One-Eye sniffed Helfer's face; suddenly, much to the others' shock, One-Eye quickly stepped back with a roar, with terror-filled eyes. The Monstrous Nightmare knew that smell, he had smelt it every day he spent back on…

The scent of popcorn, cotton candy, dirty hay, but overall, the smell of gypsies.

"SPY!"

Voltaire knew what was happening. "Oh, no…"

One-eye stepped back against the wall like a puppy trying to escape its master's cruelty, his pupil shrunk, his breathing and heartbeat accelerating dangerously. "Alvin sent him to drag us back! He's found us! I don't want to go back there!"

Muk whispered into Glump's ear. "Tell me how this ends later. There's something I must do."

"What are you going to do?" the larger Goblin inquired in worry as Voltaire took matters into his claws.

"It's… I'll tell you later." Saying this, Muk disappeared through the tunnels, leaving Glump with Voltaire and the hysterical One-Eye.

"One-Eye!" the Skrill pinned One-Eye to the ground, and struggled to speak clearly as the Monstrous Nightmare attempted to free himself in a state of pure panic. "Stop! Nobody is coming down here! No one knows about us! We're completely safe! You're not going back to the Carnival!"

So concentrated they were on One-Eye they did not notice Weevil stirring on Glump's bed. The young Goblin's ears twitched at the sound of scuffling a few steps away. Weevil sat up and rubbed his head painfully, looking around his surroundings; he let out a gasp when he found himself staring at two deformed dragons, and another Goblin.

Glump was the first to notice Weevil was already awake. It took another seconds for Voltaire and One-Eye figure it out as well, feeling awkward at the young Goblin's terrified expression.

"Uh… hi?"

* * *

><p>"Hiccup!"<p>

The stable boy nearly dropped the bucket with Toothless's meal when Mildew's voice resounded through the old wood that made up the stables. Snotlout immediately went to hide in Hookfang's box, much to the dragon's annoyance. The old manager approached Hiccup, but internally trembled at the sight of the Night Fury staring at him with curious eyes.

"What is it, Monsieur?" Hiccup tried to sound calm, but he feared the old man had caught on with Snotlout's action.

"I checked the next performance for tomorrow night, and it turns out we're performing Siegfried. The point is there's an act that requires a dragon. Can any of these work onstage for one night?"

Immediately, Snotlout knew that was his cue.

"Yes, they can!" pushing Hiccup aside abruptly, Snotlout inflated his chest proudly and motioned at the dragons. "You won't find better-trained dragons for acting on stage than here!"

"Well, in that case…" Mildew examined Toothless, Hookfang and Stormfly. "Any of those three will be enough. I want you and one of those dragons on stage in fifteen minutes."

Toothless helped his human up, just as Mildew skipped away from the Night Fury and out of the stables, back into the Opera House. Hiccup glared at Snotlout. "What was that for?!"

"Ha! We've done it! Now Mademoiselle Astrid will have to give us those seats in Box five with free champagne!"

"Is the damn champagne all you care about?! Toothless and the other dragons are not ready for performing on stage!"

"Come on, Hiccup! What's the worst that could happen?"

"What if they get frightened in the middle of the performance by the illumination flashes? Or any sudden loud noise? Have you stopped to think of that? Have you thought that in their fright they might hurt somebody?" Hiccup glanced at the dragons. "No offense, guys. I'm just saying what I think."

"Sure you are…" Hookfang rolled his eyes, speaking in dragonese.

"Hiccup! This can be your chance to impress Mademoiselle Astrid, don't you think?" Snotlout grinned, knowing he had hit the jackpot with that question.

Hiccup blushed. "D-Don't mess Mademoiselle Astrid in this! And Heather's the one who'll have the lead role in this performance."

"Just imagine, Hiccup. For one night we'll be like all the rich people who come here to see almost everyday, and one of the dragons will get to become famous!"

"But-" knowing Snotlout would not relent, Hiccup took his hands to his head and let out a frustrated groan. "Fine! Let's go and take one of the dragons onstage! Let's hope nothing bad will happen!"

"Good!" Snotlout clapped his hands together, and glanced at Mildew's three dragon auditions. "Now, which of the three should we take onstage?"

"Heyheyhey! If we're going to do this, we'll do it correctly." Hiccup examined the dragons closely. "Stormfly doesn't like being close to strangers, she is most likely to bite, so I think we'll have to discard her." He gave her an apologetic glance. "Sorry, girl."

The Deadly Nadder purred, understanding.

"That leaves only Toothless and Hookfang…"

"Why don't we take Toothless? I mean, a Night Fury, all the audience will acclaim the performance for having such a rare dragon perform."

"And that would cause everybody in that place to come here and ask me to sell him to them! Then they will spread the word, and Toothless will never be able to leave in peace."

"Wha-?! You've gotta be kidding me!"

"Hookfang it is!" Hiccup didn't give his cousin any time to counter. "Come on, Hookfang."

The Monstrous Nightmare gulped. He had never been a fan of large crowds staring at him, but maybe Stormfly would come to see what he was willing to do for someone he loved. Toothless gave his friend a reassuring glance as he followed Hiccup and Snotlout into the Opera House.

Astrid, meanwhile, had enough of hearing Heather's complaints about her outfit for the performance. She made her way towards her dressing room, muttering something about 'Heather and her diva tantrums', with the feeling she was being followed.

Oh, to hell with that! She didn't care if it was Gobber or any of the stagehands trying to startle her, right now all that worried her was the Goblin she brought in yesterday night. Madame Gothi said she had taken care of him, but where was she keeping him? Astrid opened the door to her dressing room and walked in, but as she closed the door shut, she was startled by a yell of pain. The victim of her door fell backwards into the fabrics and cloths used by Ruffnut for her work as Heather's dressmaker.

Astrid opened the door with a gasp of horror. "Oh, my gosh! I'm so sorry, monsieur!"

Muk wanted to have a peaceful approach to his beloved, but never though she would accidentally bruise his fingers when she closed her door abruptly. He quickly released his hurt fingers from the door's grasp and fell backwards into piles of fabric. First his foot, then his fingers, what was next?

When Astrid approached the pile he was under, his heart beat faster by the minute. "I'm very sorry! It was not my intention! Are you alright, monsieur?"

"Y-yes, don't worry for me, mademoiselle." Muk stuttered nervously.

"Please, come out of there so I can make sure you're not hurt."

The goblin gulped and shuddered internally. This was the moment he was waiting for, but the feeling of dread would not go away. What if she rejected him? What if she screamed upon seeing him? Then again, she had brought another Goblin last night, so maybe she would not take it that bad.

"If I do so, mademoiselle, I'm afraid you may find my appearance rather… frightening."

Astrid smiled. "Please, monsieur. After what happened to me last night, there can be nothing more frightening than that."

Muk sighed with resignation; it was now or never.

Astrid's smile started to fade when the man she had hurt started revealing himself from under both the shadows and piles of fabric. Only then did she realize he was not a man, or even a human at all. When he stepped into the light of the lamp, Astrid's pupils nearly shrunk completely and she took her hand to her chest, like it would calm her fast-beating heart.

As she just assumed, he was no human, but a Goblin, yet it was clear it was not the same Goblin from last night. This one was slightly shorter, the point of his ears would come just to her collarbone. His arms and waist were thin, but she could tell he had some hidden strength somewhere inside. He wore nothing more than grayish emerald green pants with fluffy ends. His hair was crow black, with two long bangs going down past his jaw, stone beads on the tips, a long tuft of black hair pointing upwards and a short mane going down his neck. His back was slightly bent over, incapable of setting his back straight completely. His goat-like face was not that ugly, the area surrounding his mouth, jaw and lips was a grayish, dark shade of born, contrasting the light, nearly pale brown of the rest of his skin. The Goblin's characteristic long ears were thin and raised, with his yellow eyes with two charcoal circles as pupils staring uncertainly at her, nervously fidgeting with the short black goatee matching with his hair.

Astrid's eyes rolled back into her skull, and she lost her consciousness to her shock and fright; she would have fallen unto the hard wood hadn't Muk caught her in time.

The Goblin felt a great void inside his chest fill as soon as he caught Astrid in his arms. Finally, being close to the love of his life, even though the circumstances were not precisely favorable. Internally, he had half-expected her reaction. Every minute that passed, his heart beat augmented in dissimulated excitement, after four long years of simply watching from afar, he now had the chance to interact with her.

Muk couldn't contain it any longer, he ran his claw-nailed fingers gingerly down Astrid's blushy cheek. God in heaven, her skin was just like he imagined, soft just like a pillow made of the best fabric and the softest swan feathers. Then Muk targeted her hair, and ran his hand down Astrid's blonde cascades, silky like spider's thread.

Finally, Muk closed his eyes and sniffed her; her scent was that of flowers, mostly roses and jasmines, with a hint of lilacs. He was tempted to kiss her, but no, he would save that moment until she accepted him as a mate.

"Muk?!"

The Goblin's joy was short-lived when he heard Hiccup's voice; damn it, the boy had to come and ruin everything! Hiccup was staring at them both from the corridor with both a pang of jealously and a hint of alarm. "What happened?"

"What do you think, boy? She fainted!"

"I can see that, what I'm asking is why she fainted." Hiccup lifted up his arms in exasperation. "Wait, I don't really need an answer to that."

"Instead of standing there and criticizing me, why don't you give me a hand in taking Mademoiselle Astrid to her dressing room before someone sees me?" the Goblin hissed in annoyance, accommodating Astrid in his arms and lifting her from the ground

Hiccup couldn't understand how Muk was capable of picking her up like that with such thin arms, but he decided to save his questioning for later. The stable boy opened the door to the blonde's dressing room, and motioned the Goblin to take her inside. Then, looking around the corridor to make sure there was no one watching, Hiccup closed the door shut behind them.

He was unaware someone had seen them.

Once inside Astrid's dressing room, Muk lay her on her bed, containing his urge to stroke her cheek again. His bad mood increased when Hiccup started with his interrogatory session.

"What were you thinking, Muk?!" Hiccup hissed, pointing at the door. "Someone could have seen you!"

"So what? At least it would stop Gobber's ridiculously exaggerated storytelling." Muk replied dryly. "I was tired of watching Astrid from afar."

"Couldn't you have picked a better moment?! We're in the middle of a rehearsal!"

"What do you mean with we?" Muk narrowed his eyes. "Since when do people who earn their living by cleaning dragon excrement perform in Operas?"

"That's not the point!" Hiccup retorted. "For your information, Mildew said they needed a dragon because Siegfried has an act with a dragon! I was there helping Monsieur Francois coordinate with Hookfang!"

"Still, Shack told me this time the crow was the one who would perform. What does Astrid have to do with Siegfried?"

"I'll let you know, Muk, that as Mademoiselle Heather's understudy, she has the obligation to watch rehearsals in case Mademoiselle Heather becomes indisposed at the last moment."

Muk said nothing to this, he muttered something under his breath and turned his gaze away from Hiccup's to stare at Astrid's unconscious figure once more. Hiccup remembered what Glump told him last night, that Muk was madly in love with Astrid, and would go far for her. Better not to be on the Goblin's bad side.

Muk's ears twitched. He heard something.

"Listen, Muk, I-"

"Quiet, boy!"

"Hey, what-?!"

"Silence! Someone's spying on us!"

Hiccup's heard skipped a beat. "What?"

Muk silently crept towards the door, his ears raised high in the air, listening to hushed whispers coming from the ouside. Quickly, he turned the knob of the door; Tuffnut, Ruffnut and Fishlegs fell on top of each other with loud protests.

"OW!" Ruffnut exclaimed in surprise.

"Get your thirty ton body off my beautiful face!" Tuffnut complained.

Fishlegs, on top of the two twins, apologized. "Sorry."

"Not you, I'm talking to Ruffnut!"

The annoyed Ruffnut smacked her brother's head with her open wide palm.

Muk crossed his arms as he looked down at the trio. "Don't you know it's rude to spy on other people's private conversations.

The three humans looked up and, to their horror and shock, saw the very creature Goblin had been talking about all this time. They scrambled to their feet and ran to hide behind Hiccup, screaming as they did so. Muk quickly closed the door before anyone else could hear them.

"Don't eat me!"

"I'm not yummy!"

"Please, I'm too young to die!"

Hiccup sighed in exasperation for the second time. "Guys…"

"Hiccup, do something!"

"Call Toothless! He'll protect us!"

Muk rolled his eyes.

"GUYS!" Hiccup yelled at the top of his lungs. "He's not going to eat you! He's harmless… I think."

"I heard that!" Muk crossed his arms with narrow eyes.

"But he's a…" Ruffnut pointed her finger wordlessly at the Goblin.

"Just look at his ears! Pointy ears are a synonym of evil!" Tuffnut added.

"Actually, that's a stereotype the Germans created because they were too afraid of Elves to realize they were actually beneficial."

"Everyone, this is Muk." Hiccup pointed at the Goblin, before glancing at him. "Muk, these are Fishlegs, Ruffnut and Tuffnut."

The trio waved their hands at Muk nervously.

"So, he's the creature that has been wandering around here?"

"Not the only one." Muk replied. The others would get mad, but the secret was out, anyway. "

Fishlegs gasped. "You mean there are more?!"

"More or less." Hiccup replied awkwardly. "Muk lives with Glump and the other dragons in the catacombs of the Opera House."

"Ha! I knew it!"

"Wait a second, other dragons?" Ruffnut inquired. "There are dragons down there?"

"Carnival dragons." Hiccup sighed sadly. "From a freak show. They're very sensitive about it."

"What do you mean sensitive?"

"I can't tell you everything. I made a promise."

"To who?"

Before Hiccup could reply, a groan caught everyone's attention. Astrid's eyes cracked open reluctantly, and realized that she was not alone in her room. Her eyes scanned the room, and spotted the Goblin she had just witnessed. Not only that, but she realized Hiccup, Fishlegs, Ruffnut and Tuffnut were there as well.

"What are you doing here? What happened?"

Muk took a few seconds to calm himself down. This would take a lot of explaining.

He would need help.
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Chapter 15- Explanations.

"I'm going to KILL HIM!" One-Eye roared in fury, nearly igniting himself on fire, but he did not want to loose the only eye-patch he had left. Besides, He was too close to Snowdrop's nest.

"One-Eye, calm down!" Voltaire attempted to soothe him down, but the Monstrous Nightmare had never been so angry before.

"Calm down?! Muk ratted us out, and you want me to calm down?!" One-eye roared at him.

"Hey, hey, hey, don't be so hard on him!" Silk added up. "He just wanted to talk to Astrid! How was he supposed to know Fishlegs, Ruffnut and Tuffnut would turn up?"

"For starters, he shouldn't have even tried to speak with her in the first place!"

"What would you do if you were in love with someone but you couldn't speak to her for so much time?" Voltaire retorted.

"Do you want to return to the carnival?!" One-Eye stated (Nighthawk was not present), "I certainly do not!"

"Why do you mention the carnival every time we speak of people from the outside? It's not like everybody we meet will be like Alvin, or like Count Dagur."

One-Eye said nothing more. The Monstrous Nightmare stalked to his bed and lay down, turning his back on the other two dragons. Voltaire shook his head.

"He really needs to see a psychiatrist." Silk muttered under his breath.

Voltaire sighed. "He's just afraid. He won't admit it, bit he's internally freaking out about all that's happening. He suffered the most when we were in the Carnival, remember?"

"Him? What about me?!" Silk snapped. "One-Eye one lost an eye and a leg! Me, on the other hand…" he pointed at the great scar on his side where his wing once used to be. "At least he can still fly! You can all fly! I, on the other hand, am condemned to crawl on the ground for the rest of my life, no different from a common-or-garden lizard!"

"Silk," Voltaire began sympathetically.

"One-Eye thinks he had a bad time in the Carnival?" Silk snapped. "I'd like to see him depending on others to carry him everywhere, or having to drag a fake tail for the rest of his life. Compared to me, he was lucky." He sobbed, blinking his forming tears away. "I'd have rather had my four legs cut off my body instead of my wing, at least I would have been able to fly."

Voltaire wrapped a compassive wing around Silk's shoulder as the Changeling started to weep silently. The Skrill was thankful that his little Snowdrop had never been touched, he never liked to see her cry. He didn't like to see any members of his family cry, for they were his family. Nighthawk, Silk, One-Eye, Snowdrop, Shack, Muk and Glump, even Stormfly, they like family to him. He was still uncertain about Hiccup and Toothless, but maybe when he got to know them better he would come to see them as family as well.

Finally regaining his composure, Silk spoke up, calmly this time. "I'm going to work a little more on my music." Saying this, the flightless Changewing crawled through the tunnels. Voltaire watched him go until he was out of sight, then headed in another direction, to check how the newly-arrived young Goblin was doing. When he arrived at Muk and Glump's cave, he found Nighthawk was already there, probably interrogating him already. Snowdrop was nowhere to be seen, it was only Weevil and Nighthawk.

Weevil couldn't help but stare at Nighthawk's wooden pegs, but looked away wherever Nighthawk turned to look at him. The Poisonous Whiptail was quick to notice, however, but rather than reproach him, he simply answered the question the Goblin was too afraid to ask. "Gypsies. They cut off two of my legs and replaced them with these abominations." He motioned to his wooden pegs. "Judging by the scars on your arms, I can guess you come from the same place don't you?"

Voltaire walked into the cave, his interest arousing. Helfer shifted a little before he replied. "More or less. I ran away about a week ago or so. I just couldn't stand that place anymore."

"Were there any dragons there?" Voltaire inquired.

"Yeah, but I was never let near the cages. They thought I would let them out or something; actually, I once heard them say that they had a massive break-out once and they didn't want another."

Voltaire and Nighthawk glanced at each other in alarm. Could it be? Alvin's carnival was back in France after so much time? If One-Eye found out they would never see the end of it. He was already nervous about Hiccup, Toothless and everyone else.

"Did you get to see what kind of dragons they were?" Voltaire inquired with a grave voice.

Weevil nodded. "Thunderdrums, Changewings, a Snaptrapper, I even saw a Stormcutter."

"Stormcutter?" Nighthawk repeated. "That's an American breed, however did Alvin get his clutched on one?"

"He could have traded with an American carnival for a poor soul." Voltaire suggested. "I just can't believe the others weren't able to escape from him."

"They chose to go their own way, it's not our problem."

"How can you be so cold-hearted?"

"Cold-hearted? Thinking about what could have been doesn't solve problems in the present. There's nothing else we can do for them, unless you want to return under Alvin's whip."

Voltaire didn't want to argue right then, so he opted to drop the subject. Soon, he came to realize he had not seen Snowdrop for a while now. Where was she? "Hey, Nighthawk, have you seen Snowdrop around here?"

The Poisonous Whiptail shook his head. "No, I have not seen her."

Weevil thought for a moment. "Is Snowdrop the white Night Fury hatchling?"

"Yes."

"I think I heard her say she would accompany Shack and Glump to see how Muk's blunder turned out."

"I see." Voltaire rested his head on the cold floor, before realization hit him and he jumped to his talons in alarm. "WHAT?!"

Weevil jumped back at the Skrill's outburst.

"That irresponsible Shack! Wait until I get my talons on him!" Voltaire rushed down the tunnels, leaving Nighthawk and Weevil by themselves.

Nighthawk felt rather awkward at what just happened, so he decided to give the young Goblin an explanation. "Don't worry. He's just very protective of her, he raised her since she was in the egg. He loves her like his own daughter," Nighthawk's antennae drooped and his spines flattened against his scales. "But he doesn't understand she needs to learn the way of the world against beings like us."

"I understand that." Weevil replied, hugging his knees. "I regret having gone into that Carnival in the first place."

"How did you end up there, lad?"

"I ran away from home when I was three. My adoptive parents loved me, but I was too much on a burden on them. After wandering for a few months I came across the carnival, I was so hungry I attempted to steal a bit of food. But they captured me, and Alvin gave me two choices." Weevil closed his eyes shut in pain. "Work at the Carnival or go to jail for theft."

"Jail? You were three!"

"Well, he didn't care."

Nighthawk sniffed the Goblin, and drew back his neck when he felt a great stench coming from Weevil. Apparently, he had not bathed for days. "Weevil, don't get me wrong, but you should take a bath. You smell like rotten eggs."

"I had to sleep on an egg farm for two days, thank you very much." Weevil retorted, crossing his arms and frowning. "Besides, I doubt there's a place for me to bathe down here, unless you have a bathroom."

If he were human, Nighthawk would be blushing of embarrassment, but in his case, his spines and antennae frizzled. "Well, there's a lake a few tunnels away from here. I could take you there to take a bath if you'd like."

"A lake down here?" Weevil thought for a moment before taking a sniff from his arm pit, and coughed in disgust. "Yes, please. Even I can't stand my own smell."

Nighthawk grinned and stood up, with some difficulty due to his wooden peg. He motioned the young Goblin to follow him down the endless tunnels that made up their home. Weevil followed the dragon closely, the least thing he needed was getting lost down here. It was a ridiculous thing, a Goblin being afraid of both the dark and caves, but he had been locked up in enclosed spaces by the gypsies when he did something wrong. That, and the fact he had been raised on a farm the first years of his life, added up to his slight claustrophobia.

"So you've been living underground for four years?" Weevil inquired.

Nighthawk nodded as they kept advancing. "Yes. It was hard at first, but we eventually got used to it."

"How did you get used to living with Muk and Glump?"

"Well, we had similar pasts, and that made things easier for us to get along. But I'm not anyone to tell you their tale, if you are curious you should ask them."

"Muk had horrible scars on his back…"

"Here we are!"

The ceiling of the great cavern above the lagoon had many holes that moonlight would stream through. The lake fed into the Seine, and it was crystal-clear and blue, almost like a pure river, those found in the countryside. A few fishes swam by the deeper part of the lagoon, splashing every now and then. Weevil could see where the inhabitants of these caverns got their meals.

"Like it?" Nighthawk smiled fondly at the scenery; he had always liked wated, despite being a breed meant for the dry, unforgiving desert. "Sometimes we bring Snowdrop to play in the water. Voltaire, Silk and Shack sometimes swim with her in here, but it takes a lot of pleading and puppy-eyes to convince Glump and Muk to go into the water." Nighthawk chuckled at this. "I can say I'm one of the first ones who jump into the water. It's One-Eye who we have never been able to get into the lagoon." With this, Nighthawk turned around and sat down. "You can bathe down. I won't look."

Weevil gave him an skeptical look.

"What?"

* * *

><p>"Let me guess this straight?" Astrid paced around her dressing room, not believing what was happening. There were two Goblins on her bed, a white Night Fury clutching at Hiccup's leg and an oversized Terrible Terror with odd-eyes growling at Tuffnut from under her couch. "You've been living in the cellars for four years, and you're responsible for the piles of bones that burst out of the wall a few days ago?"<p>

Glump nodded. "Yes, Mademoiselle."

"And those dragons are yours?" she pointed at Snowdrop and Shack.

"Come out here, you shrimp!" Tuffnut was peeking under the couch, trying to get the Terrible Terror to come out. Shack's blue and red eyes glowed in the dark, like a cat's eyes, growling wherever Tuffnut tried to grab him.

"I wouldn't do that if I were you." Hiccup told him, stepping forward without stepping on Snowdrop's tail. "Terrible Terrors don't like to be disturbed when they go into hiding. You should wait until he comes out on his own."

"Don't worry, Hiccup. I'm an expert." Tuffnut reached out for Shack's tail once more.

"Hey, lad." Muk called out to him. "Do what you do, never go for his-

Shack growled in surprise when Tuffnut finally grabbed him by the tail. Before the musician could pull him out, however, Shack attacked and lunged at him from beneath the couch, targeting his nose. Tuffnut yelled in pain when the dragon's teeth closed on his nose, and he fell to the ground, taking Shack by the waist and trying to get him away from his nose.

"…Tail." Muk finished.

Ruffnut was laughing hysterically. "Go, Shack! Show him who's boss!"

Fishlegs was nervously staring at the door. "Guys, I don't think making so much noise is such a good idea."

"He's right!" Astrid snapped at Tuffnut. "Stop playing with the Terrible Terror and be quiet!"

Shack finally released the musician's nose, and flew to Hiccup's head, giving Tuffnut a hiss. Snowdrop was staring amusingly at him, still clutching Hiccup's leg.

"And how is it you were never found?" Fishlegs asked.

"No one has ever dared to go down. Even if they did, we put traps in all passages known by those living above us." Muk replied. "Stormfly was the only one who knew the way to come to our lair."

"Stormfly?" Ruffnut, Tuffnut, Fishlegs and Astrid repeated incredulously.

"The Deadly Nadder? A dragon?" Astrid asked.

Glump nodded. "Yeah. Dragons are smarter than they seem."

"So, what do we do now?" Ruffnut inquired, watching amusingly as her brother rubbed his nose from Shack's attack. "I suppose the first thing you're going to ask us is to keep the secret?"

"Yes!" Hiccup and Muk simultaneously said. The Goblin stared hardly at Hiccup, who decided to remain silent for now (he didn't want to cause the Goblin's ire). Muk continued. "Do not tell anyone anything about this!"

"What do you mean? Is this all a secret society?" Tuffnut inquired.

"No!" Hiccup snapped. "But if Count Dagur find out about this, he'll sell the other dragons to the carnival, send Muk and Glump to work in mines and get his clutched on Snowdrop!"

"_Is he that bad?_" Shack thought.

Astrid blinked. "Other dragons? What other dragons?"

Before the Goblins could reply, suddenly a roar came from the passage behind Astrid's mirror, and Voltaire stuck his head out (he did not fit through the passage completely). Fishlegs, Ruffnut and Tuffnut stepped back in surprise and terror when they saw the burned half of his face. Astrid took a hand to her mouth upon seeing the scarred skin.

"Voltaire?!" Glump exclaimed in alarm. "What are you doing here?!"

Voltaire searched around the room for his little speckle of white. Snowdrop immediately scrambled towards the Skrill, and made no protest as Voltaire lifted her by the tail and took her down back to their lair.

No one had realized they were being spied on.

"Now, that was weird." Ruffnut said.

"Don't mind Voltaire, he doesn't like Snowdrop being around strangers, that's all." Glump explained.

"I have an idea, everyone." Tuffnut spoke up. "Why don't we take them to the press conference tomorrow? We can explain all that's happened, and there will be no repercussions."

"What part of 'don't tell anyone about this' didn't you understand, Tuffnut?" Hiccup groaned in frustration. "Besides, what press conference?"
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Chapter 16- Fear

**PD to all my readers: everyone, I've just watched HTTYD 2, and I adored it! Sorry if I didn't post this from the beginning, but the characters here have their older appearances from HTTYD 2 (dragons included), only dressed in the attires from the era this story takes place. **

**And so, on with the chapter, everyone!**

* * *

><p>"I shall crush them!"<p>

Hiccup and Fishlegs gave each other a nervous glance at Dagur's words, while Tuffnut and Ruffnut gulped. Antoinette sat next to Hiccup, sighing at Count Dagur's heroic words and pose above the stage. All the staff in the Opera House, including Madame Gothi, Gobber, stagehands, cleaning staff and dancers were gathered in the auditorium, listening to Count Dagur's discoveries about the mysterious shades and the pile of bones that had been haunting the place.

Dagur continued with his 'motivational' speech. "I won't allow any of those mountain devils to cause more chaos in my Opera House! With all of your, my friends, as my witnesses, I swear I shall rid the Opera House from these beasts, and give all of us peace and happiness!"

All the present people-minus Hiccup and his group, and Madame Gothi, for she knew what his true intentions were-clapped and cheered when the Count was done speaking, before a stagehand lifted up his hand. "Excuse me, Monsieur Dagur, I do not mean to contradict you, but I doubt there are Goblins lurking in here. Have you any proof of what you claim?"

"As a matter of fact, I do." Dagur replied, before looking into his suit and taking a piece of paper from it. "In this paper, I have the results from the sample of hair found in the pile of bones. It is not human or animal hair, but a creature that comes from the depths of the mountains. However it got here, we do not know, but I assure you that when I find it, I shall send it back to whatever Hell it came from!"

Another round of applause and infatuation sighs coming from the dance girls.

"I wish I could send _him_ to Hell." Hiccup muttered under his breath, with crossed arms.

"How can he say that about the Goblins when he doesn't even know about their culture?" Fishlegs added. "I mean, just because they're different with their bat ears and their claws and their…."

"Monsieur Dagur." It was now Madame Gothi's turn to lift her hand with an skeptical glance. "How will you get rid of these supposed goblins if you can't even find them?" She had to be wary to any plans he may have to warn Muk and Glump about it.

"Easy, dear Madame." Dagur replied. "I shall have eyes and ears on the whole Opera House, I will personally hire spies and order them to search and look for every single crevice and hole in the Opera House. There shall not be a single place that is not under watch. And, to make things easier, right now I announce there shall be a reward to anyone who can bring me any kind of information that helps on the capture of these monsters."

"Monsieur." A hand rose from the seated crowd, and the blonde-haired Francois rose from his seat with a grin on his face. "I have information."

Dagur smiled. "Excellent, Please step to the front and tell us what you know."

Hiccup and his friends gave each other wary glances, and before Francois headed for the stage, they were already on their way out, Hiccup stating it was past the dragons' feeding time, and Stormfly got on a very bad mood when she was hungry. When they were backstage and into the stables, Hiccup couldn't contain it any longer and he let out a collective groan of frustration, earning the dragons' attention.

"That rat! If he wasn't the tenor in this Opera House, I swear…!"

"Hey, Hiccup, what do we do?" Fishlegs inquired shyly. "What are we going to do? Francois could have heard us in Mademoiselle Astrid's dressing room, what if he recognized our voices? What are we supposed to tell Count Dagur if he comes to ask?"

Tuffnut immediately panicked. "It wasn't us! We don't know anything about any Goblins living here! it could be anyone! It could be anyone- OW!" he yelped in pain when Ruffnut smacked his head.

"Stop whining! You'll call the attention!" she hissed.

"Okay, this is what we'll do!" Hiccup said. "We have to warn them about this! Me and Toothless will go down to the cellars and warn the dragons and the Goblins, while you go warn Mademoiselle Astrid!"

"Hey, Hiccup, mind if I go with you?" Fishlegs inquired. "I've always wanted to see a Skrill closely."

"I don't think it's a good idea, Fishlegs, they could get angry." Hiccup shivered. "And believe me, you don't want to get on Nighthawk's bad side."

The trio blinked in confusion. "Nighthawk?"

"I'll tell you later! We must hurry before Francois spills the beans!"

With this, they splat up, Toothless and Hiccup running out of the stables in search of the back door, while Ruffnut, Tuffnut and Fishlegs rushed to Astrid's dressing room. Back with Count Dagur and Francois, the tenor had been dismissed as envious by most of the present people, including Count Dagur, upon revealing that Astrid was hiding the Goblins.

"Please, Francois!" Count Dagur retorted. "Mademoiselle Astrid is a decent lady, she would never associate with such low creatures as Goblins."

"Besides, where would she keep them?" Antoinette pointed out from her seat. "I've been on her dressing room with her many times and I've never seen anything unusual in there."

"I tell you all! Yesterday I overheard her talking with someone inside her dressing room!

"You did?" Madame Gothi inquired from her seat. "Have you not considered that any of the dance girls could have gone into her dressing room to chat? Or maybe she was speaking to Monsieur Hiccup. And I also recall seeing Mademoiselle Ruffnut, and Monsieur Fishlegs and Tuffnut going in."

Dagur's eye twitched at the mention of the stable boy talking to Astrid, but dissimulated it. "You see there, Francois? There was a logical explanation for that!" He did not dissimulate his glaring eyes at the tenor. "I won't allow you to disserve Mademoiselle Astrid like that again, Monsieur Francois! I hope we won't have this situation again, or you'll force me to take measures on this matter."

Francois gulped and fidgeted with his blonde hairs under the Count's glare. "Yes, Monsieur."

Saying this, Francois scrambled away from the stage, under the incredulous stares from the rest of the staff. They started murmuring, whispering about hos he could try to make Mademoiselle Astrid look bad just because he wanted to impress Heather. Meanwhile, Count Dagur continued with his speech.

"As you can see, we cannot trust what Francois says. It will be best that we pay him no heed unless he brings us proof of what he claims, which I strongly doubt. Like I promised, however, you won't have to fear anything happening in this Opera House, for as long as I'm in charge!"

The Count was met with a round of praise and clapping hands, coming from all but one person. Madame Gothi shook her head. All he was doing was to win over the crowd, and he was doing it pretty well. His father had apparently taught him how to win over crowds of 'simple-minded people', and have them worship the ground he walked on. It would take a miracle to have them see the truth behind the Count's actions.

* * *

><p>"Guys!"<p>

Shack lifted his head from his paw when he heard Hiccup's voice, and footsteps echoing in the passage Stormfly always used to get down there. Hiccup and Toothless rushed into the main cavern, just as he expected. Hiccup glanced around the cavern looking for the Goblins. "Muk! Glump! I need to speak to you!"

No reply.

Toothless rushed towards Shack and spoke in Dragonese. "Shack, where are Muk and Glump?!"

"Heyheyhey, where's the fire?" Shack inquired with his usual hint of sarcasm. But Toothless was not in the mood for it.

"This is urgent, Shack! Count Dagur is going to search every passage and room in the Opera House!"

Hiccup stared at Toothless as he and Shack communicated with croons, growls and purrs. Sometimes he wished he could understand the dragon language. As he heard them argue, Hiccup heard another vocalization. Humming, but it was not coming from Toothless of Shack. He followed the source of the sound, and it led him to one of the caves in the tunnels, but he dare not enter directly. He wanted to see what was going on without disturbing. Hiccup peeked into the room, and what he saw made his heart warm in endearment.

Lying on a straw nest, Voltaire was looking down at a drowsy Snowdrop. The White Fury was curled up on a ball, snuggling against the Skrill's scales, his tail wrapped around her. Hiccup saw a genuine tenderness and love on Voltaire's eyes as he hummed to Snowdrop, covering her in his wing like a father would cradle a daughter. Unbetsknown to him, Voltaire was singing to her in the Dragon Language; he had heard Hiccup's voice, and was aware he was peeking into the cave.

_Moonbeams and starlight, magical twilight _

_The warmest ray, hear it whispering your name _

_Rainbows at midnight, sparkling night skies _

_Don't go away, stay another day_

Snowdrop shifted under Voltaire's wing, the Skrill nuzzled her tenderly to soothe her fears. The hatchling shifted closer to her surrogate father, and could hear the beating of his heart.

_My throat, it asks me to sing _

_And the pain goes away, like a memory goes away _

_Ever since childhood, and until the sunrise _

_To rest, when I find you_

Hiccup couldn't help but smile at the sight. The hatchling was falling asleep, lulled by the ancestral song.

_Stretch my spine, to tap dance_

_And the rhyme says, that I'm gonna love you_

_Open the circle so I can show you _

_I've only come here to sing_

When the last paragraph left Voltaire's lips, Snowdrop was already asleep. Hiccup silently walked away from the cave, but as he headed back to the main cavern, something else reached his ears.

"Would you sing it again, Volty?"

Hiccup blinked at looked back. Who had said that? It couldn't have been Snowdrop nor Voltaire, but then who? The voice sounded like that of a young girl about five, but the only female there was Snowdrop, and she was a dragon. Dismissing what he had heard as nothing more than a product of his imagination, Hiccup returned to the cave, but what he saw nearly made him laugh.

A goblin that was not Muk nor Glump-probably the said goblin that attacked the three men in the alley-was trying to get away from Toothless, but had the wall behind him. His ears pressed down against his head, every time Toothless sniffed him in curiosity. It was pretty obvious he had never seen an adult Night Fury before. Shack was staring at the pair curiously, and One-Eye had gone into the cave while he was spying on Voltaire and Snowdrop. As soon as the Monstrous Nightmare spotted Hiccup, his whole demeanor went to hostility, and he gave the human a contempt glare.

"I know, I know, you don't like me." Hiccup lifted his hands in self-defense. "I'm just looking for Muk and Glump."

One-Eye darted down the tunnel he had come from. After a while, Hiccup heard the Monstrous Nightmare returning, and he thought he could also hear protesting. In fact, One-Eye was soon back, holding Muk by his pants in his mouth. Inwardly, Hiccup was hoping One-Eye would bring Glump, at least that Goblin did not hate him. Muk was struggling to get free of One-Eye's grasp.

"One-Eye, I swear! If you don't put me down, I'll gorge out your other eye!"

Annoyed, One-Eye dropped Muk to the ground with a loud thud. The goblin stood up rubbing his back, cursing the Monstrous Nightmare in a low voice, lest he wanted another pair of burned pants (his last, actually.)

When he noticed Hiccup was there, he was not very happy. "Well, you come down here like you were going into a café!"

"Muk, I'm not here to argue!" Hiccup said simply. "I have to warn you about Dagur!"

"Help…" Weevil whined when Toothless's nose came to close to his snout.

"it's okay, lad." Muk changed his attention momentarily. "That's only Toothless, he's harmless… when you don't make him angry." Muk turned to Hiccup once more. "Hiccup, that's Weevil. He's a newbie, so don't be surprised if he seems timid once more. Well, what did you want to say about Dagur?"

"He's starting to suspect that you're living here, somehow he got a speck of goblin hair."

Muk shivered in surprise at this. "How?!"

"How am I supposed to know? Maybe if you cut your hair…?"

"Repeat that and I'll make you regret it."

Hiccup did not know this, but Goblins _never_ cut their hair. They left it the way it was. If it grew too long, they let it grow even longer, no matter how awkward it was.

"Well, anyway, the point is that Dagur will have every corner and room in the Opera House under heavy watch. You have to be careful when you go up or you can get caught."

Muk chuckled. "Lad, we've been living here for four years and no one has ever figured out we're living on the catacombs. What if Dagur hires a few lookers to roam around here?"

"This is more serious! Dagur also said that once he finds you he'll sell you to a mine! What will happen to the dragons if that happens?!"

"He has a good point there." Shack pointed out in Dragonese.

Before Muk could say anything, One-Eye decided to get Toothless away from Weevil before the latter got a cardiac arrest from the stress. Hiccup decided to change the approach with One-Eye. Just as Toothless was gently pushed away from Weevil by One-Eye, and the Goblin scrambled away nervously, Hiccup approached One-Eye's head carefully.

"Lad, that's not a good idea…" Muk called to him, but Hiccup didn't listen.

Shack realized what Hiccup intended to do and quickly flew to his leg, and tried to pull him back, not noticing he could do little against anything bigger than him. Toothless immediately ran into the passages, calling for Nighthawk. Muk only stood still, watching with curiosity what would happen next (and Weevil was hiding behind him from Toothless.)

One-Eye noticed Hiccup's intentions and, with a warning hiss, scrambled against the rocky wall, his pupil gone to a perfect thin slit. Hiccup slowed his approach, but kept going. One-Eye could not go further back, he was cornered. He did not like humans, but he would not go as far as to kill unless he felt threatened.

"It's okay, boy. I'm not going to hurt you, I just want to be your friend."

"_As if._" One-Eye thought bitterly. That was what Alvin had said, before making his move. He would not fall for it a second time. As Hiccup approached, he extended out his arm very slowly, directed towards the Monstrous Nightmare's nose. One-Eye tentatively sniffed Hiccup's hand, but retreated quickly. However, there was something about Hiccup that made him feel a bit of peace on the inside, like the boy's aura soothing all his fears.

Hiccup saw One-Eye's pupil dilating, and his body relaxing. He was calming down, and that was a good signal. One-Eye curiously sniffed Hiccup's hand, and the just as the boy was about to touch him…

"_Jump, you beast! Jump, or I'll punish you even worse!"_

_A young One-Eye was stripped to the ground with chains, a rope acting as a muzzler to prevent him from biting or firing. Gypsies held down his head, and Savage approached him, holding a great spoon and a bottle of acid on the other. One-Eye struggled to free himself, letting out muffled roars and growls, but it was not working._

"_Hold him down." Savage ordered the others with a sadistic grin. "We don't want him getting away, do we?"_

_Tears streamed down the Monstrous Nightmare's cheeks as One-Eye poured the acid into the spoon…_

_The Monstrous Nightmare, once considered a proud, dignified being, lay down on the ground, his fresh whip wounds bleeding, not enough to kill him, although he wished they did. _

_One-Eye attempted to release himself from his chains and bindings as Alvin approached him, holding a torch directed for his talon…_

_The agony of the wood digging into his flesh, and into his bone, was so great he wished he was dead._

"_He's just an animal! Nothing more!"_

One-Eye's pupil turned into a slit in a fraction of second.

"HICCUP! LOOK OUT!"

Muk pushed Hiccup out of the way just as One-Eye's jaws closed where the human once stood. Before he could target Hiccup again, Nighthawk and Toothless flew into the room and pinned him to the ground. One-Eye struggled violently to get free, but Silk and Voltaire heard what was happening and joined the other two dragons in pinning the Monstrous Nightmare to the ground. Weevil sped out of the room as quick as lighting, wailing for Glump.

Nighthawk kept One-Eye's jaws shut, but he managed to speak in Dragonese. "One-Eye! Stop it!"

Hiccup stared in astonishment as the dragons tried to calm One-Eye, but it was fruitless, he was too frightened. Suddenly, One-Eye's scales ignited as his fire coat fired up and sent all the dragons pinning him flying against the wall. But the cloth around his left eye turned to ashes in the process. The Monstrous Nightmare targeted Hiccup again.

"Oh, no…" Muk muttered.

Hiccup couldn't contain a gasp when he saw the uncovered wound on the Monstrous Nightmare's left eye. It was a hideous gash, making all his eyelid look deflated, like a pouch, and there was a long red scar running through where his eyelid once joined.

One-Eye roared at Hiccup and lunged at him, but Toothless quickly recovered and lunged at the Monstrous Nightmare to protect his human. The two dragons rolled on the ground, snapping at each other.

"Toothless!" Hiccup called out for the Night Fury, worried for his friends.

Toothless managed to submit One-Eye by the neck, and was soon joined by the others.

"What's going on here?!" Glump and Weevil rushed into the cavern, and noticed the claw and fire marks on the ground and walls, as well as One-Eye's missing eye 'patch'. Weevil nearly fainted upon seeing the gash.

"One-Eye, cease this at once!" Voltaire roared in Dragonese.

"Calm down! You're dong to hurt someone!" Silk added.

After a while, One-Eye finally calmed down, the fire in his scales putting out, with a little smoke still coming out of his nostrils. Toothless approached Hiccup and pressed his nose against his arm, like asking if he was okay.

"It's okay, bud, I'm fine." Hiccup replied, gently pushing his dragon's nose away, then staring compassionately at One-Eye. He had not meant to harm him, he was just still traumatized by what he went through. It took Stormfly a few months to warm up to people again after being taken from her cruel owner. Yet it seemed it would take years for One-Eye to warm up to humans again.

"Hiccup, you should go now." Muk whispered, not with hostility. Now was not the time to hate Hiccup for having a crush on his girl. "The last thing we need is One-Eye going into a rampage once more."

Hiccup nodded, understanding. "I know. Come on, bud."

Toothless followed Hiccup out of the cavern, not before giving One-Eye one last glance. As soon as they stepped out of the caverns, Nighthawk and the others stepped off One-Eye's back. "One-Eye, are you okay?" Nighthawk asked softly.

One-Eye didn't reply. He curled up into a ball and tried to hide his face with his wings, shivering. Muk, Glump and Weevil approached carefully when their sensible ears caught a sound coming from the Monstrous Nightmare. Nighthawk thought it was a dream, Voltaire and Silk let out gasps, Shack stared agape at what was happening.

For they had never seen One-Eye cry.

* * *

><p><strong>Well, it seems One-Eye can't stand being close to humans without his memories of the tortures in the carnival coming back to haunt him. And some say Nighthawk has emotional issues...<strong>

**Well, I hope you've enjoyed the chapter!**
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After what happened with One-Eye, Hiccup became a bit more wary around the Monstrous Nightmare. He was still allowed to come down, but One-Eye always left the second Hiccup came in. Other than that, things went smoothly with the other dragons.

Shack and Voltaire had already warmed up to Hiccup, and Voltaire let Snowdrop play with him. Silk would take his advances on his work and show them to Hiccup, who would help him correct any mistakes he found, or gave him suggestions.

Nighthawk was not as easy to befriend, however. Not even Toothless was able to convince him to give Hiccup a chance. Nighthawk earned to tolerate Hiccup, but he never let the boy touch his back once.

That day, Hiccup was in front of the fire with Weevil. The other Goblins were probably with One-Eye or the other dragons. Well, Muk was probably stalking Astrid.

"So, you come from…" Hiccup looked around to see if Nighthawk was not around (Glump had told him about the Poisonous Whiptail's little 'problem'). "…the carnival?"

Weevil nodded. "I ran away from there a month ago, and I ended up here." Weevil sighed. "You know, I miss the fresh air from above."

"You're not allowed to go out?"

"It's not that. I don't really know my way around all those tunnels and passages yet, so for now Glump accompanies me when I want to go up."

Hiccup chuckled. "Talk about baby-sitting.

"Don't remind me."

Hiccup shifted in his position, and Weevil noticed his prosthetic foot. He hesitated, but he couldn't help but ask. "What happened to your foot?"

Hiccup glanced at his metal foot before replying. "Long story that includes a rampaging dragon, a horses pulling a carriage and Toothless."

Weevil thought for a moment, before inquiring. "How about you tell me your story, and I will tell you mine."

"…" Hiccup seemed to be considering the idea. "That's a good deal. Want me to go first?2

Weevil shrugged.

"I was seven years old. I accompanied my mom to the market with Toothless."

"Your mom?"

"Yeah. Her name is Valka, and she is a dragon veterinarian. Dad stayed behind at home to fix a leakage on our roof. Anyway, when we were returning home, we came across a man beating a Raincutter cruelly because it refused to move. Mom had never liked people who mistreat animals, and she immediately went to the man to give him a good scolding. But the Raincutter had enough of abuse and set free. He was frightened and was attacking anything around him, Toothless tried to fight him when he targeted me."

"Did the Raincutter bite your leg off?"

"No, he didn't. A carriage at full speed came into the street, and the horses got frightened by Toothless and the Raincutter's fighting. It got out of control, and it lost balance. I tried to scramble away, but I slipped. Mom and Toothless couldn't get to me before the carriage crashed down on me." Hiccup winced at the memory and rubbed his back. "Ow, even remembering it makes my back hurt. After that, mom took me to the doctor, but they couldn't save my leg."

Weevil gulped. "They cut if off? Doesn't it bother you?"

Hiccup shook his head. "Not really, I've gotten used to it. It's just like a normal leg, only without flesh and muscles and bones… well, you know."

"What happened to the Raincutter?"

Hiccup sighed. "He was taken to the Dragon Pound and euthanized for being too aggressive, but I know it wasn't his fault. He was just defending himself. Mom and dad tried to adopt him, but the men of the Pound said that dragon was not suitable for adoption."

"That was not nice! I've interacted with Raincutters, they're a gentle breed if handled correctly. They only become aggressive if you mistreat them from birth. You could have fixed that dragon."

"That's what my mom said, but they didn't listen. They nearly took Toothless too, but they couldn't because he had owners. You say you've handled Raincutters?"

Weevil nodded. "I guess it's my turn. My adoptive parents bred Raincutters; I learned to ride dragons before I learned to walk."

"Adopted? Did your parents tell you they adopted you?"

"I figured it out on my own. I'm a Goblin, they were both humans, it's not that hard to notice. I think my parents abandoned me when I was young."

"If you had a family, why did you end up with the Carnival?"

"I…" Weevil did his best not to cry. "My parents were running out of money, and I didn't want to cause them anymore trouble, especially since the townspeople saw me as some sort of bad omen or something. I went to the carnival to get some food, but the gypsies caught me and forced me to work there. I ran away a week ago, and I guess you know the rest of the story."

"Yeah, you saved Mademoiselle Astrid from being raped."

"Hey, I may not know how my kind behaves, but I bet they're against that too!"

"Speaking of dragons," Hiccup looked around, noticing his Night Fury was not around. "Have you seen Toothless?"

Helfer gulped. "The Night Fury?"

"Yeah. I never saw him leave. Don't worry, he wouldn't hurt a fly."

"I hope so. Night Furies have quite a reputation. I mean, they're hard to find these days, even in their habitat. I guess people used to hunt them down as a sport, don't you think."

"Yeah, according to my dad, some people liked to hunt Night Furies as trophies. They're even more valuable now that they're hard to find."

"I don't want to imagine what would happen to Snowdrop if they were to find her. She's an albino Night Fury, and that only happens every once in five hundred years, she is worth the rescue of a king. I hope nothing happens to her."

"Yeah." Weevil looked down. "Me too."

Toothless had sped down the tunnel he remembered led to One-Eye's cave, he needed to talk to him about what happened. Voltaire and Nighthawk were outside One-Eye's cavern with a worried expression on their faces when they noticed the Night Fury approaching.

"IS One-Eye in there?" Toothless inquired.

Voltaire sighed sadly. "Yeah, but he is very depressed. He has not eaten anything since the 'incident', and he doesn't want to see anyone."

"May I talk to him?"

"I don't think that's a good idea, lad." Nighthawk spoke. "If he doesn't want to talk to us, what makes you think he'll want to talk to you?"

"I don't know." Toothless replied. "But I have to try."

Nighthawk and Voltaire stepped aside to let him in. "Be careful not to provoke him, we'll be here in case anything happens." The Poisonous Whiptail advised him.

When Toothless stepped into the cave, there was not a single light lit. But it was not hard to spot One-Eye in the darkness. The Monstrous Nightmare curled up in his nest, his head hidden in his wings. He heard footsteps, but he dare not move. He did not want anyone seeing him in that

state.

"One-Eye." Toothless spoke softly.

The Monstrous Nightmare stiffened. "Go away." He growled.

"Come on, One-Eye, you can't stay here forever isolated from everyone."

"Why not? It would save me some pain."

"Pain is inevitable, One-Eye-"

"You're one to talk about pain!" One-Eye snapped, glaring at Toothless. The Night Fury repressed a shudder upon seeing One-Eye's gash. "You had a wonderful human looking after you! A family! You were never cut off any of your limbs, or whipped mercilessly! So don't act like you understand, because you don't!"

"You didn't let me finish." Toothless replied angrily. "I was saying _pain_ is inevitable, but _suffering_ is optional. I know I'll never understand what you went through in that place, but I've suffered too. What do you think I felt when Hiccup lost his leg because I couldn't protect him? Or how do you think I feel about not having met my parents? But you don't see me weeping miserably and cursing having being born for that."

One-Eye said nothing to this, he simply lay his head back on the straw, refusing to look at Toothless anymore.

"You can choose to see suffering as an unbearable punishment, or a way for you to grow as a person. By the way," Toothless placed a long, dark red piece of cloth on the ground, a few steps from One-Eye. "I thought you would like a new eye-patch since the last one you had burned off in your outburst."

Finally, One-Eye moved from his spot so he could glance at Toothless. His eye showed no longer hostility, but sadness. "Why are you so nice to me? I nearly killed Hiccup, I've been nasty to you, and you do not hate me?"

Toothless shook his head. "I have no reason to hate you. What happened with Hiccup was understandable; you're not ready to be with humans yet. After what they did to you, it's understandable," Toothless smiled slightly. "You're not a bad dragon, One-Eye. It's just that fear took hold over your trust, and you just don't want to get hurt again. But I hope we can be friends someday."

With this, Toothless turned around and walked out of the cavern. One-Eye just stayed on his nest, staring dumbfounded at the spot Toothless had been standing on. The Monstrous Nightmare tentatively reached out for the piece of cloth Toothless had left for him, and sniffed it. He noticed it was almost the same tone of red as his scales, maybe that was Toothless's intention. It was soft, apparently made of silk.

With some difficulty, One-Eye tied the handkerchief around his wound like an eye-patch, like the former. This one was much more comfortable, and the fabric didn't itch him, like his previous one.

For the first time in maybe a long time, One-Eye smiled. Not a cynical, mischievous or sarcastic grin, but a genuine smile of fondness.

* * *

><p>Stormfly paced around in her box, worried about Hiccup. Toothless told her what happened with Hiccup and One-Eye, and she feared the Monstrous Nightmare had hurt him. Thank god nothing happened, but she was worried about One-Eye. The outburst he had was similar to those Nighthawk had with the word 'carnival', only that Nighthawk never went as far as to kill someone.<p>

"Are you okay?"

Stormfly ceased her pacing when Hookfang peeked his head from his nest. "Not, I'm not. One-Eye nearly killed Hiccup."

"One of the dragons underground, right?"

Stormfly nodded. "A Monstrous Nightmare, like you. I would say you look strikingly alike, except he doesn't have your stripes, and his red color is a bit purer than yours."

"What do you mean he nearly killed Hiccup?"

"Hiccup tried to pet him, but One-Eye's feral hatred for humans won, and he attacked. I'm glad no one was hurt, but it's One-Eye I'm worried about."

Hookfang felt a twinge of jealously at his stomach. "You care for him?" He failed to dissimulate his jealously, however.

"Not in the way you're assuming." The Deadly Nadder replied with a soft growl. "I don't even think he considers me as a friend, but a nuisance. I can tell the others do like me, but One-Eye doesn't."

Hookfang was relieved that she didn't have any feelings for his 'rival'. "Then he is a fool. Who wouldn't like a dragon like you, Stormfly?" he gulped when the female dragon gave him a questioning look. "I mean, you're nice, you're sure of yourself and you have beautiful…" If he were human he would be blushing deeply. "You have beautiful eyes."

Stormfly couldn't help but feel complimented at that remark. "You think so?"

"Yeah. If One-Eye can't see the wonderful dragon you are, he's blind."

Stormfly giggled at this. "If he heard that remark, you would stop breathing in five seconds."

"Is he that bad?"

"No, he's not bad, just misunderstood."

"Speaking of which, how did you meet those dragons? We've been together for practically our whole lives, and yet I only found about them a few days ago."

Stormfly rested on her nest. "It happened four years ago, when we were in our teens. You were asleep when they arrived. I admit, I was afraid of them the first time I saw them. I could tell, however, that they were running away from something. When I saw Snowdrop, a few-days old hatchling at the time, I couldn't bear the thought of such a young dragon having an abusive owner like we had. By then I had already discovered the Opera House had catacombs and secret passages, so I showed them the place. Ever since, we've remained in contact, mostly because I took down food for them."

Hookfang snickered at that. "That explains why we only ate half-our-rations at times."

"Yeah."

"What about the Goblins? Did they arrive with them?"

Stormfly shook her head. "No. They had been here much before I led Nighthawk and the others to the catacombs. I'm worried about Hiccup, especially since Muk now knows he as a crush on Astrid as well."

Hookfang blinked. "Muk? That's the name you mentioned the other name, is he one of the Goblins?"

Stormfly nodded once more. "Yes. He's in love with Astrid, but Goblins are much more serious about this than human beings are. He may go as far to as to kill to her."

"Kill Hiccup?"

"No, no. Glump has told me about Goblin culture; even if Muk and Hiccup were to fight for Astrid, Muk would have to accept Astrid's decision if she were to choose Hiccup."

"What about you?" Hookfang asked her, as softly as his voice could sound. "Do you think you could love me?"

Stormfly was taken aback by this question. There was a tender look in Hookfang's eyes that endeared her heart, something in his voice that warmed up her whole being. Sure, sometimes she found it annoying when he acted like a fool trying to impress her, but she did love his tender side. Underneath that overconfident and sometimes even arrogant exterior she knew was a loving, kind dragon who would do anything for those he cared about.

"Yes." Stormfly rubbed her head against Hookfang's neck. "I think I could learn to love you."

Hookfang would have been blushing if he were human, but he corresponded the affection, rubbing Stormfly's face with his snout in reply.

None of them knew Meatlug and Barf and Belch were spying on them from their boxes.

"Hehehe, finally, Hookfang!" Barf whispered in low voice, letting out a chuckle in the process.

"I've got the feeling we're having a wedding soon." Belch giggled.

Meatlug tilted her head in confusion. "Really? Who's getting married?"

Barf and Belch glanced at Meatlug, giving her an amused and frustrated stare. "Seriously, Meatlug." Both said, simultaneously.

* * *

><p>Astrid paced around her dormitory, grumbling and muttering under her breath, cursing her father for insisting on the subject of her finding a husband. She could find a man in her life when she wanted to! She didn't need her Daddy to find her a snobbish, good-for-nothing mamma's boy who was used to be treated as Royalty. This was one of the reasons she preferred to live at the Opera House rather than at her own house. Madame Gothi had a dormitory in the Opera House, too, but she only used it when the rehearsals were very long. Otherwise, Madame Gothi and Antoinette lived at their own house. The next performance, Siegfried, would start in twenty minute, but she had no interest in attending; she did learn, however, that Hiccup and Snotlout somehow convinced Mildew to include one of the stable dragons on the play. The Monstrous Nightmare, Hook-something. In any moment, she knew Snotlout would come to claim their prize for achieving her challenge.<p>

A sound coming from the other side of the room caught Astrid by surprise, and she instinctively threw one of her jars towards the direction.

Muk yelped as he nearly avoided being hit by a jar, instead it broke into tiny fragments against the wooden wall.

Astrid took her hands to her mouth in embarrassment. "Oh my god! I'm so sorry, Muk!"

The Goblin had no grudge against her, however. "None taken, Mademoiselle. I'm the one who should notify you before I come to visit."

"Well, it's not like you can simply use the door, like everyone else." Astrid sighed. "With Count Dagur's croons hanging around here, things are going a little stressing around here. Antoinette told me a few of those men have even attempted to spy on the dancers' dressing room."

Muk would have criticized those men, but he himself had done a similar thing with Astrid, so he didn't have any right to speak lowly of them. "Looks like they take a bit after their boss."

Astrid couldn't help but chuckle at that remark. "Yeah. Sounds like you're not a fan of Count Dagur either."

"As a matter of fact, I'm not. That man may look all fancy and a gentleman, but I can see he is nothing but a viper. With the viper's forgiveness, of course, not even actual vipers are that poisonous."

Astrid flinched a bit when the Goblin took a step towards her, so Muk took it as a sign that Astrid was not yet used to his presence. He opted to stay a few steps away from her for the time being.

"Sorry," Astrid apologized, lifting up her arms. "It's just that having a Goblin in my dressing room is not something that happens everyday."

Muk sat down, his back leaning against the wall. "You should have seen Madame Gothi's reaction when she found out we were living here."

"Madame Gothi?" Astrid repeated with a hint of surprise. "She knew all along about you guys?"

"She did. I must tell you, we didn't meet on the most favorable circumstances. Glump and I were trying to find a way into the Opera House when she came out and caught us by surprise. I admit, I thought she would rat us out, but she showed us the way to the catacombs."

"That was nice on her part." Astrid commented. "Don't take it badly, but I would have called the police."

Muk chuckled. "That was one of the reasons I didn't have the guts to speak to you until a few days ago." He glanced at the remains of the jar Astrid had thrown. "I thought I would end up like the jar you threw at me."

"I'm truly sorry about that." Astrid replied, before her voice gained a speck of anger. "It's just that my parents insist that I have to find a husband! I'm only 20, I can find a boyfriend on my own, thank you very much!"

Astrid failed to see Muk doing his best not to dig his claws into the floor. "You know, I agree with you on that one."

"Finally!" Astrid spoke outloud. "At least someone agrees with me!"

"It's not like I'm an expert on relationships, but what I know for certain is that it takes time."

Astrid remained silent, realizing the hidden meaning behind Muk's words. "You mean… You've been in a relationship before?"

Before Muk could reply, there was a knock on Astrid's door. Astrid gasped in shock and opened the door of her wardrobe. "Hurry, get in here!"

Muk felt awkward at hiding inside the place Astrid stored her clothing, but when there was another knock on the door, he had no choice but to rush into the wardrobe and close the door shut. Astrid fixed her hairs, and opened her door, to find a grinning Snotlout and a begrudging Hiccup tagging along, accompanied by Fishlegs as well.

"Goodnight, Mademoiselle." Snotlout crossed his arms with a grin. "I'm sure you can guess why we are here."

"Snotlout, don't be like that!" Hiccup cried in exasperation. "Mademoiselle Astrid doesn't owe us anything."

"Besides, Count Dagur won't like us being out of place." Fishlegs added up.

By then, Astrid's dislike of the three had started to disappear-well, in reality, only Hiccup and Fishlegs were starting to get on her good side. She still thought Snotlout was an idiot-, so she softly shrugged. "Oh, no, Hiccup. I'm the type of woman who fulfills her words. I set you a challenge, you won, I have to comply. As for Count Dagur," Astrid grinned. "Just leave him to me." Astrid noticed on of the maids was rushing to pick up some things for Heather, and quickly motioned her to come closer. "Would you please take the gentlemen to any empty box that remains? Give them a bottle of our best champagne, on the house."

Snotlout and Fishlegs squealed in delight as the maid motioned them to follow her. However, Hiccup felt the best thing would be to thank their host. "Mademoiselle, I'm so grateful for your hospitality-"

"You can thank me later, Hiccup, they're leaving without you!" Astrid giggled, pointing at Fishlegs and Snotlout. Hiccup quickly went after his friends, not before giving Astrid one more thankful glance.

Muk had stepped out of the wardrobe when he recognized Hiccup and Fishleg's voices, and had watched the exchange that happened between Hiccup and Astrid; inside it made him feel a great pang of jealously, but this was not the moment to show it.

"What did they want?" The Goblin dissimulated his annoyance upon Hiccup's interruption.

Astrid closed the door behind her with a sigh of relief. "Don't worry, they just came to collect a favor. I bet they wouln't be able to get one of the stable dragons to perform on a performance, but they managed to get the Monstrous Nightmare-"

"Hookfang?"

"Yeah, Hookfang, on stage. I just fulfilled my end of the wager."

Seconds after she finished the last sentence, there was another knock at the door. Muk begrudgingly returned to the wardrobe to hide, and Astrid took a few breaths to calm herself down before opening the door. But she nearly lost her cool when she saw who was at the door.

"Greetings, Mademoiselle Astrid." Count Dagur greeted the singer with the appropriate bow. "I hope it's not an inappropriate moment."

"No, it isn't, Monsieur." Astrid lied. "Is there something you need?"

"Not really, Mademoiselle." Count Dagur walked into _her_ dressing room like he was at his own house. This made both Astrid and Muk angry, but while Astrid bottled it up as long as the count was here, Muk snorted and faintly dug his long nails into the wardrobe's door, not so hard so it would not make a noise. Humans had not so sensible ears, but this man was another thing. "I just came to give you a little present."

Count Dagur snapped his fingers, and one of his men came in carrying a large bunch of roses, dandelions and lilacs. Astrid pretended to be flattered by this. "Oh, Monsieur! I'm so honored! They're beautiful!"

"But no flower is compared to your own beauty, dear Mademoiselle." Count Dagur used one of his charming smiles on her. "Your beauty overshadows every other star in this city."

Astrid stepped back when the Count started to lean unto her, but her boudoir was getting in the way. She was being cornered.

"In fact, I thin even Heather is overshadowed by your talent." Count Dagur was leaning dangerously close to Astrid. "I can imagine you as the star of this Opera House, actually, do you?"

Muk grit his teeth and dug his nails into the wooden wardrobe, his blood boiling at the sight of that serpent sweet-talking to his girl. The Goblin noticed the Count had stepped on Astrid's small carpet; silently, Muk reached down to the other end of the carpet, conveniently in front of the wardrobe, silently so not to get caught, and with a fit of strength pulled the carpet with all his might.

Count Dagur was taken by surprise when he lost his footing and fell to the ground with a loud thud. Immediately, Mademoiselle Astrid reached down to help him in surprise. "Monsieur, are you alright?"

"It's okay, Mademoiselle, do not worry for me." Count Dagur assured her, standing up with her help. "It's just these stupid shoes. I must buy a new pair at once." Realizing the performance was about to begin, Count Dagur had no other option but to rush. "Mademoiselle, my apologies, but I must go to Box Five. The performance is about to begin." Count Dagur gave the appropriate bow. "Mademoiselle."

With this, Count Dagur walked out of the room; his henchman placed the bouquet of flowers gently on Astrid's couch before speeding down after his boss. As soon as Astrid closed the door, Muk stepped out of the wardrobe. "Well, I've never seen such a pathetic attempt." He commented, frowning at the bouquet of flowers.

Astrid glanced at the carpet, then at the place Dagur had standing on. Realizing what had happened, Astrid gave the Goblin a thankful stare. "Thanks, Muk. You saved me from Dagur kissing me."

Muk smiled at her. "My pleasure, Mademoiselle. Actually, I've always wanted to do that, and I couldn't let the chance go to waste."

Astrid giggled at this, which made the Goblin's heart warm in response.

He loved her laugh.

* * *

><p>"Ahh, this is life!" Snotlout leaned back unto the velvet chair and rested his feet on the thick, golden railing adorned with statues of sirens and angels, holding a glass of champagne on his left hand. "This must be how the rich people feel every day!"<p>

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Snotlout, you shouldn't get so comfortable. This may be the first and _only_ time we watch a performance with champagne this expensive!"

"Mademoiselle Astrid said it was on the house." Fishlegs spoke, taking a sip from the champagne and scowling at the semi bitter-sour. "It tastes weird, like lemonade with no sugar and lots of lemons."

"Please!" Snotlout took a sip of his glass, and contained the urge to spit it out. "It's good! It's what all the high-class people like Count-Dagur drink. How long until Hookfang comes on stage, anyway?"

"He's due to appear in Act 2, I'll have to go down to tell him what to do from backstage."

"Using hand signs, right?" Fishlegs inquired.

"Yeah, hand signs."

Above them, in the cornice near where the chandelier hung, Silk was already there, waiting for the performance to begin; he was not alone, however. While Snowdrop was still 'grounded' and Nighthawk didn't let her accompany them, Glump and Weevil had gone with him. Both were sitting on the edge, their arms resting on the railing. Weevil was the ear plugs on, just so the music wouldn't be unbearable.

"You've never been to an Opera before, Weevil?" Glump inquired, glancing at the younger Goblin.

"I had never been allowed to leave the carnival, actually. It's the first time I'm in a theatre."

"Just to warn you, Heather sings like a crow."

"Who?"

Of course, he was new here. "If you see a woman of about twenty with black hair, over made up and you do not like her at first sight, that's Heather." Glump chuckled. "You should see one of her tantrums, and you'd understand what I mean."

"Be quiet!" Silk snapped silently. "It's about to begin. I can't wait to see Hookfang on stage, I hope he won't get stage fright."

"Who's Hookfang?"

"We'll tell you later, now just watch."

The curtains were raised.
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Chapter 18- Disaster

* * *

><p><em>Voltaire had been sent to the punishment cage for the first time in years. <em>

_That cage was not actually a cage, but an old circus cart reinforced with fire-proof iron, and a door big enough for a human to get in, but not enough for the dragon to escape. The dragon was put into the cage by a larger, door at the side of the cart, but it was tightly locked. His only source of illumination was the small rectangular window on the door, with three iron bars to prevent him from sticking his head out, allowing the moonlight to filter. Not that he could move too much in there, anyway. _

_The Skrill was chained up. He had thick iron collars around his talons, which chained him to the wall opposite to the door. Similarly, he had an iron collar around his neck, also chained to the wall opposite to the human-size door. Thick leather straps restrained his wings, and he could not stretch them when he felt they were numbing. Voltaire's maw was muzzled with a thick, wide leather strap made specifically for him to prevent him from biting, or using his fire, also preventing him from licking his freshly made whipping wounds_

_Voltaire shifted around the small space that was his prison, worried not for himself, but for his little Snowdrop. What had the gypsies done to her? He recalled defending Snowdrop from a young boy pulling her tail and wings when no one looked, growing angry, and then the chaos started. He attacked the boy, and the gypsies went all over him, with Alvin trying to submit him with his infamous whip, while others threw ropes at him to try an immobilize him. He recalled one of them taking his little Snowdrop away, and he tried to go after her, only to be chained down by the talon by another gypsy. His rage was unleashed, as well as his electricity, but in the end they used their tranquilizing darts on him. When he next awoke, he was in this dark jail, all restrained. _

_A sound from the outside made Voltaire instinctively step back and stiffen up, in case the gypsies came to torture him further. Footsteps, light footsteps, whoever was coming was not even a full-grown human. He heard another sound; Voltaire instantly recognized the squeals and croons of the white fury hatchling. _

"_Mister Skrill…" a small, feminine voice spoke in low voice. "Someone wants to see you."_

_When she was done speaking, she lifted up Snowdrop into the window, but the girl was so short only Snowdrop's little paws and her head were visible. The White Fury called out for him with lifted ears. _

_Voltaire's heart warmed in response. But as he walked towards the window, something prevented him from going any further. He looked back and recalled his chains, they prevented him from getting close to the door, and the muzzler prevented him from speaking. _

_Voltaire stretched out his neck as much as he could, barely managing to reach the bars of the window. Snowdrop innocently reached out her little paws for his face, and licked the tip of his nose. She tried to climb into the window to enter the cage with her surrogate father, but Voltaire softly pushed her back; she stared at him in confusion._

"_No, little one." Voltaire managed to open his mouth a bit enough to speak to her in dragonese. "You should not be in here. You won't like it. It'll be best that you go back to Nighthawk and the others." He nearly wept when she whimpered. "Don't worry for me. I'll be back in a few more days, okay?"_

_The gypsy girl heard a sound, and feared one of the adults had waken up. She quickly took Snowdrop back and ran back to the cages. Voltaire forced himself to look away as he heard Snowdrop whine and call out for him, trying to get free from the girl's grasp to return to him. _

_The Skrill retreated into his cold, dark prison with a tear rolling down his cheek._

* * *

><p>"Snowdrop?" Voltaire called out for the white fury softly, but she did not reply. He looked through the dark caverns for her, but she was nowhere to be seen. One second she was resting next to him, the next she had wandered off who-knows-where. Voltaire walked into Nighthawk's cave, hoping to find her there, but he only found the Poisonous Whiptail and One-Eye. He was happy to say that ever since his talk with Toothless, One-Eye's attitude improved considerably. He still made his famous sarcastic remarks and teased his fellow dragons, but he didn't act as angry and irritated as before.<p>

"Is something wrong, Voltaire?" One-Eye inquired.

"Is Snowdrop with you?" Voltaire asked, looking around for any sign of her, with no luck.

"No." Nighthawk replied. "Last time she was here, she said she was going to the lake to take a drink."

Before Voltaire could rush to the underground lake, Shack trotted in with water dripping from his whole body. "Remind me never to try and fish by myself on the lake! Those fish are evil, I tell you." Shack trembled. "Brrr! That lake is sure cold at this hour!"

"Is Snowdrop with you?" Voltaire asked in alarm.

"Snowdrop? No, she was not there."

Now it was Nighthawk and One-Eye's turn to grow alarmed. "What are you saying?! She lied to us?!" Nighthawk hissed, standing up.

"Where would she be? It's not like she can go anywhere, she doesn't know her way around the opera house." One-Eye stated.

"I just can't believe she tried to go up! Again!" Voltaire sighed in frustration, flaring his wings open. "What if something happens to her? To make matters worse, the performance is under way, if she appears in the Orchesta pits again she'll be in great trouble!"

"Then what are we waiting for?" One-Eye snapped. "Let's go find her before she does anything stupid!"

Surprisingly, the Monstrous Nightmare was the first to run out of the cavern and go towards the tunnels heading 'upstairs'. However, the other dragons had no time to analyze it, they followed the Monstrous Nightmare towards the upper passages.

* * *

><p>Act 2 came sooner than expected. When the curtains came down signaling the end of Act 1, Hiccup left box five and quickly made his way to the stables to fetch Hookfang. He took the Monstrous Nightmare backstage. It was a complete chaos. The curtains would rise in twenty minutes, so the stagehands had to d their job as quick but perfectly as they could. Scenery was changed, props from Act 1 were replaced by the props for Act 2, and the performers had to do retouches to their customes. Heather, of course, was immediately surrounded by her personal makeup artist, hair stylist and Ruffnut carefully but swiftly fixed her dress. Hookfang remembered he was supposed to be on the upper rafts and wait for his time to come down.<p>

When the time was up, the curtains were lifted. Hiccup and Hookfang waited until one of the baritones playing Alberich, and the bass-baritone playing The Wanderer, were in front of Fafner's (Hookfang) cave, arguing with each other about a certain ring, part of the trama.

"_Fafner, Fafner, dragon, waken!_" spoke the Wanderer in high volume.

"_What is the madman about? Would he really let me have it?_" then spoke Alberich.

Using hand signs, Hiccup told Hookfang to descend from the rafters and menacingly growl at the pair of actors. Hookfang was nervous upon feeling the hundreds of pairs of eyes of the nobles and high-class people upon him, but he didn't show it.

"_Who disturbs me from my sleep_?" Hiccup used a megaphone from backstage, so that it would seem like Hookfang was talking.

"_Someone has come to warn you of danger: he will reward you with your life if for your life you will repay him with the treasure that you guard_!" spoke the Wanderer once more.

"_What does he want?_" Hiccup spoke for Hookfang as the dragon hissed, just like in the rehearsals.

"_Waken, Fafner!_" yelled Alberich. "_Waken, dragon! A mighty hero is approaching to pit himself against your power_."

"_I'm hungry for him_."

"_Bold is the boy's strength, and sharply cuts his sword._" Said the Wanderer.

Unbetsknown to anyone, the little Snowdrop had found her way to the passages neat the upper rafts from where the scenery changers did their job, watching as Hookfang performed. She thought he was doing a very good job, and that maybe he should get a job as an opera performer. She just hoped Volty had not realized she had gone out by herself again, or her punishment would be even worse.

The White fury hopped from the wooden raft she was currently, but the old wood creaked in protest, calling the attention of one of the stagehands.

"Hector, did you hear that?"

Hector distracted himself from reaffirming the rope holding the scenery tapestry in place to glance at his friend. "Hear what, John?"

"I thought I heard the wood creak."

"That was only your imagination. These rafts are very old, and Mildew doesn't want to spend money on fixing them."

"Not even old wood creak by itself unless it has some weight."

"And what could that be?"

Before John could reply, another upper plank creaked, this time above them. Hector looked up startled, and caught sight of a small white shape hopping over the wooden planks. "Look over there!"

"What? What is it?!" John asked with a gulp.

"It must be an animal. It's just above us. We better get rid of it before anyone notices."

Snowdrop grew scared when the two men ran off towards the stairs leading into the upper planks, and quickly looked for some place to hide in. But she had no such look, and she had not been taught to fly yet, so flying away was not an option. She ran jumped from plank to plank, trying to find the passage she had come from, but there was no way out. When Hector and John managed carefully walked across the planks, balancing their weight like their lives depended on it, and realized the animal as a dragon, they were surprised. But their surprise changed to shock in a few seconds

When they realized not only was this dragon a Night Fury, but it was white! Snowdrop realized she was in trouble, but all she could do was jump farther back, away from the men.

"Are my eyes deceiving me or am I seeing a white Night Fury?"

"Where did it come from? Did Hiccup's Night Fury have a hatchling, or what?"

"That can't be, his Night Fury is male."

"Do you realize what this means?" Hector couldn't believe his luck. "If a normal Night Fury is worth a King's rescue, imagine how much an albino is worth!"

"You mean if we catch it and sell it to someone, we would live in the lap of luxury!"

"What are we waiting for? Let's catch it!"

Snowdrop panicked when the two men started coming towards her. She quickly glanced around for any other place to run to, but they were cornering her. She looked backstage, and saw Hookfang was already 'fighting' Siegfried, only to be defeated by the latter's sword and play dead, letting out an agony roar. Maybe if she jumped down… No, what was she thinking?! It would mean exposing herself, and probably the others. But her options ran short as she jumped away from Hector and John when they were getting too close to her.

"Here, dragon, dragon, dragon." John spoke with false sweetness in his voice. "I have a treat!"

The word 'treat' nearly made Snowdrop go back to the men, but she quickly realized it was a trick and jumped into the opposite plank, away from them.

"Get back here, you overgrown lizard!" Hector lost his patience and stepped forward to grab the White Fury. Snowdrop was startled when he caught her tail, but when she instinctively dug her retractable teeth in his hand, the stagehand lost his balance and fell from the rafters.

"HECTOR!" John called for his friend in horror.

The only thing that saved the man's life was the fact that his feet had entangled in the ropes from the rafters, and was left hanging.

The whole audience, including the unknown attenders watching from above, gasped in surprise and shock when one of the stage hands fell from above, hanging by a rope from his feet, waving his arms as if trying to fly. Even Hookfang left his 'play dead' role to watch amusingly.

"Hello! A little help here!" Hector cried in terror. "I don't like heights!"

Count Dagur glared daggers at the man who had come to ruin everything. "Don't you just stand there!" he yelled at the backstage people. "Someone get him down so I can fire him!"

Unbetsknown to anyone, Snowdrop 's action had cost her balance too, and now she was hanging from the rafters, trying to claw her way back to safety. But her still-blunt nails could not hold on for much time, and before she knew it, she was falling to the far ground. The audience gasped in shock again, this time because of the small figure of white falling from above, flapping her wings in desperation to try and smooth her fall. Hookfang was quick to act when he recognized the adorable White Fury from before; he dashed forward, knowingly knocking Francois aside, and caught the little one in mid air with his snout. However, the damage was still done; people were whispering among themselves, upon realizing the dragon that had fallen was a _white_ Night Fury.

"See that?"

"How can it be? A white Night Fury!"

"Where did it come from?"

"Who's the owner? I want to buy it!"

"SNOWDROP!" Silk roared from above, but luckily the place was so filled with whispers and talking they did not notice.

"How did she get there?!" Glump cried out in horror.

"What are we going to do?" Weevil retorted. "We can't leave her there, the people will want her!"

In times like this, Silk wished he had both his wings. He could have flown down there and rescued the White Fury, even if it meant exposing himself. All the trio could do was go back from where they had come to tell the others what had happened.

As soon as Dagur's greedy eyes set his eyes on the albino hatchling, he desired to possess it, no matter the cost. Hiccup realized what was happening, and realizing Dagur would not stop at nothing to lay his hands on Snowdrop, he ordered Hookfang to act. "Hookfang! Take her away!"

The Monstrous Nightmare quickly grabbed Snowdrop by the tail and sped off the stage, towards the tunnel Toothless had gone previously. Dagur grew angry when the object of his obsession was taken away, but he couldn't leave just like that or people would start to talk.

Hookfang had made his way outside, avoiding people when he could, and quickly flew to the back alley from where Toothless had come forth and go with Hiccup numerous times. Snowdrop was sobbing uncontrollably, scared out of her wits, trying to his in her own wings like a bat. Hookfang placed the hatchling on his back so he could open the heavy doors with his talon and teeth, then looked back at Snowdrop.

"Snowdrop, listen." He spoke softly. "I need you to guide me through these tunnels, for I have never been down there and I could fall into one of the traps. Do you remember which way to go?"

Snowdrop nodded before letting out another sob.

"In that case, let's go."

Hookfang slithered into the darkness, closing the door behind him with his tail.

* * *

><p>"That little…!" Nighthawk had never been angrier than now. "I can't believe this!"<p>

"Calm down, Nighthawk!" One-Eye hissed.

"How am I supposed to calm down! Snowdrop exposed herself! Do you know what it means?!"

"It was not in purpose!" Silk tried to defend her. "She fell from the rafts because one of he stagehands tried to catch her."

"She shouldn't have been there in the first place!" Nighthawk gnashed his teeth. "Not only she lied to us, but she exposed herself, and I must guess us as well! Have you thought of that! The people will start to wonder where she came from!"

"Nighthawk!" Voltaire interened before the Poisonous Whiptail could murder Silk. "Listen, I know what Snowdrop did was wrong, but you can't be that hard with her!"

"What is he supposed to do, Volty?" Shack spat, calling the Skrill by the name Snowdrop called him. "Just give her a little talk? He is not like you, he doesn't think overlooking her behavior with sweet-talking fixes anything."

"What are you trying to say?!" Voltaire snapped back.

As they argued, Muk, Glump and Weevil watched with grim expressions. The dragons had never argued like this, but they had a good reason to. Soon, their sensible ears caught the sound of claws and footsteps coming down to the lair echoing, and they knew what would happen.

"I think we should go." Muk suggested, standing up.

"Why?" Weevil asked in confusion. "Aren't we going to see what happens?"

"There are some things not worth seeing." Glump replied grimly. "That includes people close to you arguing."

Weevil said nothing more. He followed the two older Goblins out of the main cavern into their caves, just as Hookfang crawled inside, calling the attention of the other dragons. He was nervous upon seeing One-Eye and realizing what Toothless had said about the two being similar was not an exaggeration. He contained a shudder upon seeing the their deformities, but he quickly turned back, grabbed Snowdrop by the tail and placed her on the ground silently.

Snowdrop started to tremble when she felt the five pairs of angry eyes set on her, but her terror began when Nighthawk approached her menacingly.

"Nighthawk!" Voltaire tried to stop him, but One-eye got in the way. This was something Snowdrop had to learn the bad way.

Hookfang stepped back, fearing the Poisonous Whiptail's ire. Snowdrop tried to go and cower before him, but Nighthawk pinned her to the ground by the scruff of her neck with his dry, unpoisoned teeth. Snowdrop screamed in fright and wiggled to get free, but Nighthawk hardened his grip, digging his teeth into her flesh.

"NIGHTHAWK!" Voltaire screamed, but One-Eye's hold was too much. "STOP!"

Tears started running down Snowdrop's amaranth eyes, before Nighthawk released her. She quickly ran over behind Hookfang and his behind his leg.

"DO YOU REALIZE WHAT YOU'VE DONE, SNOWDROP?!" Nighthawk roared, his voice echoing in the caverns.

"I'm sorry…" the hatchling sobbed, but flinched when Nighthawk hissed.

"I'M SORRY?! IS THAT ALL YOU'VE GOT TO SAY?! DO YOU THINK A SIMPLE 'I'M SORRY' WILL FIX ANYTHING?!"

Snowdrop hid her face in her paws.

"ANSWER ME!"

"NO!" Snowdrop forced herself to reply, trying to hide further between Hookfang's leg, sobbing uncontrollably.

"Nighthawk, please!" Voltaire pleaded, but it fell on deaf ears.

Shack and Silk turned away; they did not want to see this.

"DO YOU REALIZE WHAT YOU DID?!" Nighthawk continued to yell, his spines bristling. "YOU EXPOSED YOURSELF! NOW EVERYONE WILL KNOW SOMETHING LIVES HERE! TELL ME ONE THING, DID YOU LIKE LIVING WITH THE GYPSIES?! DID YOU LIKE LIVING IN THAT PLACE?!"

Snowdrop had been too young when they escaped from the carnival, so she did not really remember how life at that place had been, but she did not dare to contradict Nighthawk when he was this angry. "No!"

"WELL, NOW THANKS TO YOU, WE MIGHT AS WELL RETURN THERE!"

Snowdrop was crying uncontrollably, so much her naturally red eyes looked redder than usual. Nighthawk sighed and closed his eyes, managing to calm himself down, and turning his back on Snowdrop.

"Are… are you gonna always be mad at me forever and ever?" Snowdrop brought herself to ask, tears in her eyes.

"…No," Nighthawk replied, unable to bring himself to look at the hatchling. "I won't be mad at you forever. But I don't know if I'll ever trust you ever again…"

With those last words, Nighthawk retreated into the darkness of the tunnels. He was soon followed by Silk, Shack and One-Eye, but Voltaire ran to Snowdrop as soon as he was free from One-eye's grip. The hatchling immediately ran to the Skrill and hugged him tightly, crying uncontrollably. Voltaire wrapped his wings around her and nuzzled her.

"Shhhh, It's okay…" he soothed her. "I'm here…"

But she only tightened her grip on him and hid her face into his chest, staining his scales with tears an mucus, but he did not care.

"Volty…" Snowdrop sobbed. "Why is Nitawk so mean…?"

The scene nearly brought tears to Hookfang's eyes. He guessed they did not want him here for the moment, and turned back to return to the world above. As he made his way through the tunnel she had come through, the sound of Voltaire's soothing and Snowdrop's crying echoed behind him.


	19. Illness

A Place to Call Home

Chapter 19- Illness.

* * *

><p>Next day it was a disaster.<p>

The story of the monster on the first place was replaced by the story about the mysterious White Fury that fell on top of the stage. All the rich families that had been present at that time offered a great sum of money to the 'owner' for the white fury. Of course, no one had been able to locate the person lucky enough to own the cloud-colored Night Fury.

Hiccup, of course, unfortunately was the main target of the reporters and the press people, since he was the one in charge of the dragons of the Opera House. Some of the stagehands even thought that Toothless was a female, and the hatchling was his offspring, something to which Fishlegs and Snotlout quickly dismissed. They had known that dragon for a very long time, they were sure of his gender.

Stormfly and the other dragons watched as Hiccup was bombarded with questions. The camera flashes put the dragons nervous, so Hiccup asked all the reporters to remain outside, where he would answer all of their question. There were cameras flashing, notebooks being written on, and microphones.

"Monsieur Hiccup!" one of the reporters asked. "Is the White Fury the offspring of the Night Fury you own?"

"No." Hiccup simply stated. "Toothless is a male, and as far as I know, there aren't any other Night Furies in Paris he could have bred with."

"Does the White Fury belong to any of the stagehands?" another asked.

"We would have noticed if anyone working on the Opera House brought a hatchling to work. No, this Night Fury must be wild and untamed."

"Did anyone know about this?"

"No!" Hiccup groaned in frustration. "This is the first time anyone has ever seen that hatchling around here. No one knew about this."

Fishlegs started biting on his nails. Meatlug seemed to notice, and she gently rubbed his arm; Fishlegs reacted and wrapped his arms around her snout in a fit of instinct, he hoped Hiccup would be able to handle the press.

"How I hate those people." Hookfang groaned, trying to hide his eyes from the flashes of the cameras. "Can't they simply bring their little notebooks? What's with the cameras?"

"What happened yesterday, Hookfang?" Stormfly inquired. "When you took Snowdrop down, what happened?"

Hookfang would rather not talk about it, but he wouldn't leave her with the doubt. "Nighthawk was furious. He pinned Snowdrop to the ground with his teeth and yelled at her, it broke my heart to see how she wept afterwards."

Stormfly couldn't contain a gasp. "Nighthawk did that?!" she never thought him capable of harming Snowdrop, even if it was not for malicious intentions. He just wanted Snowdrop to realize the danger she had put herself in, apparently.

"I'd tell him something about it, but…" Toothless thought for a moment, atop his bed of straw. "I can't believe I'm going to say this, but he is right about being angry. It's how he handled it that I disagree with."

"You think he'll forgive her?" Hookfang inquired.

"Forgive her? It's not like she broke the Unbreakable Law or something."

"You don't know him, Toothless." Stormfly sighed sadly. "He is the type to hold a grudge for his whole life. That's why one can't even speak the word carnival in front of him, he has not yet forgotten it. I doubt he'll ever forgive the gypsies for what they did to him."

"It's not the same thing with Snowdrop. He cares about her." Toothless stated.

"Yes, but sometimes, the more you love someone, the harder it is to forgive them."

Just then, Astrid walked into the stables, just as Hiccup had sent the press people away, probably to annoy Mildew or Count Dagur with their questions.

"Hiccup?" she called out to him.

Fishlegs contained a giggle when Hiccup's whole face went red as he glanced around to look at Astrid. "M-Mademoiselle Astrid? What are you d-doing here, if I may know?"

"I wanted to ask you, is Snowdrop okay?" He was surprised she had memorized her name so quickly.

"I'm not sure…" Hiccup looked around to make sure all the press had gone away. "I was about to go down and see if everything's alright. I also thought they should know about the newspaper."

"Would you mind if I accompanied you?"

Toothless's ears perked up when he heard her.

"I'm not sure, Mademoiselle… I mean, they put traps in there, and I wouldn't like anything happen to you…" Damn! Why was it so hard to talk to her?!

"Please!" Astrid grinned. "I survived being nearly being raped by three drunks, what could happen down there?"

"Technically, Weevil saved you." Hiccup retorted.

"Weevil?"

"That's the Goblin's name."

"Exactly. I have to thank him for it, too. I didn't get to do so because he was injured, and then he disappeared."

Knowing there was no way out of it, Hiccup sighed. "Alright, I guess they won't mind if you come with us, Mademoiselle." Hiccup glanced at his Night Fury. "Let's go, bud." Fishlegs watched as Hiccup led Astrid and Toothless out of the stables, heading towards the back door. Just then, Snotlout walked in from backstage, wearing his silly hay-coat. "Can you believe it?! Gobber said my coat was made of hay!" he noticed the stunned look on Fishleg's face. "Did I miss something here?"

Fishlegs snickered in delight. "You have no idea."

* * *

><p>"Snowdrop?" Voltaire was getting worried. She had not spoken since last night, and she refused to leave bed. She didn't even want to eat. "Are you okay?"<p>

There was no reply. Voltaire stepped into her cave, where he spotted her little body on top of her straw nest, unmoving. Okay, now he was getting worried. "Snowdrop, I know you're still sad, but listen... Nighthawk was angry, I'm sure he must have cooled down by now."

Again, no reply. She only let out a cough and a sneeze.

Alarmed, Voltaire approached Snowdrop to see if she was alright, but he stepped back in horror. Her eyes were swollen, discharging with a little pus. Her nasal linings were also inflamed, and it discharged a clear fluid. Voltaire tentatively touched her, and mortified when he felt her scales were cold, like she had been in a freezer for hours.

"Snowdrop?!" Voltaire nuzzled her sides carefully to make her move, but she flinched at his touch.

"It hurts, Volty…" she whimpered through blocked nostrils.

"Nighthawk! One-Eye! Everyone!" Voltaire roared in alarm, calling for the others. He tried warming up Snowdrop with a bit of his fire, but she was still freezing cold, and shivering. Her wings were all spread out, she couldn't move them, for it felt like he had giant rocks on top of them when she tried to.

In seconds, the dragons were in Snowdrop's cave, wondering what had happened that made Voltaire so frantic. However, when they saw the condition Snowdrop was in, they knew what was worrying him.

"What happened to her?!" Shack spoke in shock as he watched Voltaire wrap his tail around Snowdrop, careful not to move her very much.

"I don't know!" the Skrill replied.

"She's ill, don't you see?!" Silk pointed out matter-of-factly. "The question is what did she catch, and how?"

"Could it have something to do with what happened…?" One-Eye sighed, glancing at Nighthawk nervously.

The Poisonous Whiptail said nothing. He approached Snowdrop slowly, and sniffed her. The White Fury tried to crawl away from him, but every single joint of her body was aching, it was an agony to even breath. Nighthawk pushed Voltaire away gently, before resting next to Snowdrop. Snowdrop started trembling, but the dragon covered her with his wing. Then he used his fire to make a small fire around her to warm her up.

"What do we do?!" Shack stated.

"Don't panic!" Voltaire nearly yelled. "Just stay calm! Everything's going to be alright?"

One-Eye rolled his eyes, it was pretty obvious Voltaire was the one panicking, but he was far too concerned about Snowdrop to point it out.

"What's with all the yelling?!" Muk walked into the cave with a frown. "I can hear your roaring all the way to the other side!"

"Snowdrop's sick, and we don't know what she has." Silk stated.

"Sick?" Weevil was the second to come in. "With what?"

One-Eye groaned. "Didn't he just tell you? We don't know!"

"What are we going to do?"

"We don't know!" Shack yelled.

"We have to fetch a doctor, that's what!" Muk stated firmly.

"And were in tarnation are we going to get one?!" Voltaire stated. "We live underground! No one knows we are here! And besides, the term is veterinarian!"

"Then what do you suggest, Voltaire? We can't just let her like that, she could have something fatal, and probably contagious."

At the word contagious, Silk, Shack and One-Eye stepped back. Voltaire shot incredulous stares at them. "What's wrong with all of you! It's Snowdrop we're talking about!"

Nighthawk hissed at the group, speaking for the first time since he walked into the cave. "Quiet! If you're going to argue, do it elsewhere or you'll stress her out!"

The dragons were frightened by the Poisonous Whiptail's tone of voice. Voltaire was reluctant to leave Snowdrop with Nighthawk after what happened yesterday night, but could do nothing as he was pushed out by One-Eye. When they were gone, Nighthawk remained behind with Snowdrop.

Snowdrop shifted beneath his wing, her body aching as she did so. She was freezing cold, and she couldn't breath properly.

"Shhhh…" Nighthawk cooed at her and nuzzled against her head as softly as she could. "It's okay... I'm here, I'm here…"

Snowdrop snuggled against the warmth of his body, trying to get back to sleep and to get a little of his warmth.

The rest of the inhabitants of the underground caves were on the main cave, discussing their move.

"If we don't get a doctor, or veterinarian, or whatever, she is going to die!" Muk hissed. "Is that what you want,, One-Eye?!"

"Of course not! I'm just saying that it's not going to be easy to get a veterinarian!" the Monstrous Nightmare retorted.

"We could ask Hiccup if he can bring one down here." Shack suggested.

"How do you know that person won't be back with more people, that's the other problem!"

"I don't care! I just want Snowdrop to become better!" Voltaire snapped his teeth.

Weevil didn't say anything just yet. He was recalling his previous conversation with Hiccup about how he lost his leg… Glump took notice of this.

"Weevil, what are you thinking?" he inquired.

That's it! Hiccup's mother was a veterinarian!

"Excuse me, guys…" Weevil tried to speak, but they were too busy arguing to even listen. "Guys!" When again they ignored him, Weevil knew he had to shout. "HEEY!" He quickly regretted it as all eyes on the room glued on him. Weevil gulped, but nonetheless spoke. "Hiccup told me his mother was a veterinarian, maybe she can help Snowdrop."

"His mother?" One-Eye repeated. "That explains a lot of things."

"That's not such a bad idea." Silk stated. "His mother must be a truly good person if he is the young man he is now thanks to her."

"It's not like we have any other choice." Muk grumbled under his breath.

"Guys!"

Muk smacked his forehead. "Speak of the devil…"

Hiccup ran into the cave, followed by Toothless and… Astrid?! Muk immediately froze in place. In other circumstances, he would have been better prepared for her, but now was not the time. Astrid stepped back in horror when she saw the dragons with the missing joints and scars, but quickly recovered herself.

"What's wrong?" Hiccup could tell the whole air in the cavern was depressing and anguished.

"Hiccup, we have a problem!" Glump decided to take on from here. "Snowdrop's sick, and we need a doctor. Weevil said you told him your mother was a veterinarian!"

It took Hiccup and Astrid a few seconds to process what he said. "Sick? What does she have?"

"That's the point, lad! We don't know!" Muk replied.

"We don't even know if she will make it!" Weevil stated.

"She will make it!" Astrid suddenly intervened. "She has too." I may not know her very much or know about dragons, but I can tell she a strong one!"

"So, Hiccup, can you tell your mother to come over?" Glump changed the subject.

Hiccup thought for a moment, before he nodded. "I will tell her. Don't worry, she is a good woman, you can trust her. Come on, Toothless!" Hiccup got unto Toothless's back, and the two sped out of the caverns as fast as lighting. Astrid would have returned to the surface, but she didn't know her way out of that place. Still, maybe she needed to know a little better. Besides, she still had one issue to solve.

"Weevil?"

The latter gulped when the blonde-girl named Astrid (not to mention the object of Muk's affections, he could tell) approached him. "What is it, Mademoiselle?"

"I wanted to thank you…" she glanced at the scarring wound on his shoulder. "or saving me."

Weevil's ears drooped as he touched his scar. "It was nothing, really."

Astrid jumped when she felt something rub against her feet. She looked down and saw the Terrible Terror with odd eyes. She could tell he was bigger than the standard Terror, her mother had one of those, actually. She felt hot breath behind her, and turned around, meeting with the one-winged Changewing's amethyst eyes. The dragons were curiously sniffing at her. One-eye, of course, stepped away unto a corner, unless he wanted to go into a rampage again.

"Alright, that's enough, all of you!" Muk gently grabbed Astrid's hand and pulled her back from Silk, Shack and Voltaire's curious noses. "You're putting her nervous!"

Astrid instinctively withdrew her hand from Muk's gentle grasp. Not out of spite, but nervousness, she still had not gotten used to the idea. "Sorry for that…"

"None taken, Mademoiselle…" Muk simply said.

"Well, I think I'm going to see if Snowdrop is okay." Glump announced loudly, gently grabbing Weevil by the arm and dragging him.

"What are you doing?" Weevil inquired in low voice.

"Let's give them a bit of time for themselves." Glump replied. "Besides, I need your help with Nighthawk and Snowdrop."

As they left, Astrid nervously approached Silk with an outstretched hand. The Changewing could smell a moderate sent of fear and doubt coming from her, when he was about to touch her hand with his snout, she withdrew her hand. These dragons did not disgust Astrid, but she knew mistreated dragons were unpredictable, even if fixed.

"Don't worry, they don't bite." Muk stated. "Well, maybe One-Eye does, but not the others."

One-Eye snorted and lay his head on the floor.

"It's just…" Astrid was staring at Silk's sewed injury and the stub of his wing bone. "I'm not sure what's wrong with me… I guess it's because I'm not that good with dragons."

"Me neither."

"But… you live together…"

"I know, but that doesn't make me an expert."

Muk decided to try once more, and reached out for Astrid's hand. Astrid was about to withdraw it, but contained her urge, and allowed the Goblin to take her hand; she shivered internally. Astrid panicked when Silk got his snout closer to her and Muk was about to place her palm on his nose.

"W-wait…" she tried to withdraw her hand, but Muk tightened his hold a bit.

"Don't worry, it's okay." He spoke softly.

Astrid trembled when she felt the Changewing's nose press gently against her palm, and his hot breathe on her skin. However, her fear started to disappear when she realized the dragon meant no harm for her. Silk smelt Astrid's scent, a perfume-like aroma of roses and jasmine with a speck of lemon. Wait, lemon? His nostrils irritated.

Muk quickly pulled Astrid back as Silk sneezed and sparks of fire and smoke flew out of his nose. One-Eye and Shack snickered at Silk's misery, even Voltaire couldn't contain a chuckle. It seemed like Silk had forgotten he was allergic to lemon. The Changewing glared at his friends softly, before speaking in the dragon language.

"I despise you all."

* * *

><p>While Valka was not as famous as the dragon veterinarians that came from the best and most expensive universities, in the part of the city she and her family lived in she was very renown. She knew everything about every kind of dragon, even about the species not found in Europe. Not only that, but she was a very compassionate and kind woman, seeing dragons not as potentially dangerous beasts, but living beings with hearts and souls. Most people in the neighborhood took their injured or ill dragons to her, and she helped them out of sympathy and compassion, not only for money. It could be said she passed on this love and comprehension for dragons unto Hiccup.<p>

Toothless landed just in the middle of their house's courtyard, just in the rural outskirts of the city, North of the Opera House, on the green fields. Houses there were modest-sized, but had large courtyards and a few had barns to keep animals. This was Hiccup's case.

His family's courtyard was large enough to house a few dragons, surrounded by brown fencing, although only three lived there. Toothless, Thornado and Cloudjumper. Thornado was a blue-scaled Thunderdrum belonging to Stoic, older than Toothless, but not enough to be called a senile. Cloudjumper, on the other hand, was a Stormcutter, an American breed, with woody brown scales and cream underbelly. He belonged to Valka. Cloudjumper and Thornado had different opinions about everything, but it never escalated into a conflict. They were taking a nap on the grass when Toothless landed on the courtyard and Hiccup rushed inside the house.

"Hey, what's up?" Thornado inquired with a loud yawn. "You look like you've seen a ghost."

"It's…" Toothless stuttered to speak. "It's a long story."

"Does it have anything to do with the White Fury that appeared on the Opera House?" Cloudjumper inquired.

Toothless's heart skipped a beat. "How did you know about it?"

"The people around here won't talk of anything else." Cloudjumper sighed. "it's getting annoying."

"Do you know anything about it, Toothless?" Thornado asked.

"M-me? What would I know about it?"

"Night Furies don't come out of nowhere, and much less albino exemplars."

Meanwhile, Hiccup went inside the house, looking for his mother. The inside of the house was, like the house itself, modest, with all the basic furniture accommodated in place.

"Hiccup, are you back already?"

Hiccup froze when he heard his father's voice. While Stoic was not such an expert with dragons as his wife and son were, he knew good dragons came from good handling, and he was a good man. The three of them, along with Snotlout, were a close family; like all families, they had their setbacks every now and then, but they would always remain together and help each other out.

"Hiccup, did something happen?" Stoic approached his son from the living room. Like all middle-class people, his clothing consisted of a simple brown shirt, green pants and worn-down shoes. He was a very bulky and strong man, from having spent nearly his whole life working the ground to put the bread in the table. "You look pale."

"Have you seen mom?" Hiccup inquired, taking a hand to his head. "One of the dragons is ill, and I think is grave."

"Who got ill? Hookfang?" Stoic inquired with worry. While those dragons belonged to the Opera House, sometimes Hiccup brought them over a few times a month when they weren't needed to take a little break, and he was very fond of them.

"Uh…" Hiccup thought for a moment. "Yeah. He's been having stomachaches and fever, I'm getting worried." He felt bad about lying to his father, but the others only gave him permission to take his mother.

"Valka's on the garden, tending to Monsieur Jack's Snaptrapper."

"Thanks, dad!"

Hiccup rushed out of the front door and into the garden. It was a small area, adorned with pots and plants, colorful flowers and a small pond where doves and small birds bathed. Valka was just in the middle of that beautiful garden, tenderly treating a gash on the a Snaptrapper's leg. She was a beautiful woman with a slim figure, though she was not as young as she had been. Long auburn hair separated in three braids cascaded from her head. She wore a simple green dress, with brown sandals; the color of her dress matched her light green eyes, always full of tenderness and love for those around her.

"Mom!" Hiccup rushed to see his mother.

Valka looked up at her son in surprise, temporally interrupting her treatment of the Snaptrapper. "Hiccup? I thought you would be back until later."

"Mom, I need you, it's an emergency! One of the dragons is sick!"

"Sick?" Valka inquired. "But how? You take good care of them, they shouldn't get ill just like that."

"Well, not _those_ dragons…" Hiccup felt like an idiot speaking like this. "The _other_ dragons."

"Other dragons? What do you mean, Hiccup?"

"Look, I'll explain you later, but right now they need your help! You're the only one who can do it!"

The seriousness in Hiccup's voice told Valka all she needed to know. The Snaptrapper could tell something was going on, sensing the growing tension, and it shifted uncomfortably. Valka patted its back softly, before glancing at her son.

"Which dragon is sick?"

* * *

><p>Nighthawk was getting worried about Snowdrop. Her temperature kept descending dangerously, no matter how much fire he used on her to keep her warm. He didn't know how much time had passed, but to him it seemed like an eternity.<p>

Snowdrop felt horrible like never before. Every breath was painful for her, her eyes were puffy and teary, her nose was stuffed up and didn't let her breath, and every single joint of her body hurt. She would have sobbed, but she was far too weak for that.

She was still surprised about Nighthawk's behavior. Last night, he had yelled and roared at her, and for the first time, she feared him. But now here he was, taking care of her and soothing her just like Voltaire did.

""N-Nitawk….?" She spoke weakly.

Nighthawk's antennae twitched, and he turned to look at the hatchling. "What is it, Snowdrop?"

"Ad you still angry?"

She half-expected him to reply a dry 'what do you think?', but instead, he gently nuzzled against her head. "Let's forget about it, okay? All that matters is that you get better."

Snowdrop said nothing more. She simply lay her head back on the ground, letting out one more whimper. Nighthawk's antennae twitched once more, and he heard one of the dragons come in.

"Nighthawk," One-Eye spoke up gently. "Before you start yelling, listen. Hiccup is going to bring his mother down to help Snowdrop."

Nighthawk would have yelled, but he didn't want to alter Snowdrop. So he had to hiss in a very low voice. "What?! What are you thinking?!"

"You'd rather let her die?!" One-Eye retorted, also in low voice. "She is a veterinarian, she can help her. We just thought you should know, so you won't try attack her."

Nighthawk would have continued to argue, but he caught the sound of something else. Footsteps.

"Mom, like I said, I'll explain it to you later, but there's someone who needs your help here." He recognized Hiccup's voice coming from the tunnel.

"But… what happened to these dragons?" the other human was a female, and her voice sounded a bit older than Astrid's.

"It's in here!"

Suddenly, Shack rushed into the cavern, followed by Hiccup and an older woman, probably that was the mother One-Eye was talking about. One-Eye quickly stepped aside to make way for them, while Shack approached Nighthawk and motioned him to lift his wing.

Valka couldn't believe her eyes. First three Goblins, then deformed dragons. She had yet to see the severity of their human-inflicted oddities, but now was not the time. She had been brought to save a sick dragon, and that was what she would do. She would ask Hiccup, and maybe the Goblins, about the others later. Nighthawk was hesitant at first, but he lifted his wing when he heard Snowdrop whimper again.

Valka gasped in shock when the Poisonous Whiptail lifted his wing, and saw a little white Night Fury cradled next to him. She tentatively approached the White Fury hatchling, careful not to provoke the Poisonous Whiptail. She knew about their venom, and how dangerous it was.

"My gosh…" Valka kneeled down under Nighthawk's wing, and touched Snowdrop's cold forehead. "I never thought I'd ever see a white Night Fury."

Remembering why she was there, Valka examined the hatchling. Puffy and inflammated eyes, cold temperature, discharges on her nose and eyes, stiff movements.

"She caught dragon flu."
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"Dragon flu?" Hiccup repeated, his whole body starting to tremble.

"What is that?" Astrid asked, realizing the serious expressions on their faces. She couldn't help it anymore, and had gone into the cave to hear Valka's diagnostic.

"It's a upper respiratory tract disease, it is often caused by the Draconian herpes virus." Valka explained, running her hand down Snowdrop's spine. "it is not usually fatal on previously healthy adult dragons, but it can cause death in hatchlings and older dragons.

Nighthawk, One-Eye and Shack grew alarmed at those words. Snowdrop could die?! That would kill Voltaire!

"What can we do? Is there a cure for that?" Hiccup asked. He did not want the little Snowdrop to pass away so young.

"She'll need intensive nursing and support more than anything." Valka explained. "Since she is only a hatchling, she is more at risk. She has to be warm at all times, and she'll need ointment for her conjunctivitis. If everything goes fine, she'll be better in a few days."

Snowdrop obviously had no idea of what Valka was talking about, but she didn't care right now.

"Any particular care we should give her?" Astrid asked.

"In this state, it is more probably she won't want to eat anything, Im afraid you'll have to force feed her if it goes for too long."

"Why wouldn't she eat?"

Valka softly and gently opened Snowdrop's mouth, and motioned Hiccup and Astrid to come closer. Astrid took a hand to her mouth when she spotted ulcers all over Snowdrop's tongue and palate; it looked like rash on a human's skin. "The ulcers that come with the Dragon flu sometimes are so painful the afflicted individual won't eat. If the dragon flu recedes, they will disappear, but meanwhile I'm afraid you'll have to force feed her."

Valka took something out of one of the pockets of her dress. A syringe and a small vial containing an antibiotic. Nighthawk grew alarmed and growled deep within his throat, covering Snowdrop with his wing protectively.

Hiccup tried to approach him, but the Poisonous Whiptail's attention turned to him with gnashing teeth.

"Let her help Snowdrop, Nighthawk!" Hiccup spoke, stepping back, holding out his hands defensively. "My mother knows what she's doing! Please trust her!"

When Snowdrop let out another cough and a whimper, Nighthawk had no other option to relent, lifting his wing and nuzzling the hatchling's head in comfort. Snowdrop trembled when the saw the syringe coming closer to her, but the woman who was holding it had this aura… this air that she could be trusted, just like Hiccup.

"Shhh…. It's okay, little one. I'm not going to hurt you." The woman's voice was warm and kind.

Snowdrop stiffened when she felt the sensation of a sting, like that of a giant bee or wasp, at one of her veins, but she couldn't move away, she could only feel the liquid flow through her veins, mixing with her blood. She relaxed when the sensation left.

"But isn't Dragon flu contagious?" Astrid asked.

"Yes." Valka nodded, putting away the needle and the vial. "It would be best the Goblins took care of her, the other dragons should have as minimal contact with her as possible until she gets better."

"That's going to kill Voltaire…" One-Eye chucker humorlessly in dragonese.

Valka turned to Hiccup. "Hiccup, would you allow me to take a look at the other dragons?"

"Well, mom, you shouldn't really ask me that." Hiccup motioned at One-Eye, Nighthawk and Shack. "I mean, some of them don't like being around humans much. One-Eye nearly chomped off my hand, actually."

One-Eye looked down in dismay. Valka could see why he was named like that, but this was not the place to do so. The little one needed to rest. One-Eye gently pushed Nighthawk up. "Come on, Night. You heard what she said, we can't be near Snowdrop for now." He said in dragonese.

"And leaver her alone?" Nighthawk snapped.

"Would you rather catch the dragon flu as well?" Shack stated, before looking pitifully at Snowdrop. "It'll be best to leave her for a while. Muk, Glump and Weevil will take care of her."

As much as he hated to admit it, he knew they were right. Nighthawk gently nuzzled Snowdrop's head one more time, before he followed the humans out of the cave, leaving little Snowdrop alone.

When they returned to the main chamber, Valka couldn't help but shiver internally when Glump approached her with a worried expression. "How is she? What does she have? Will she be fine?"

"Would you let her speak?" Muk rolled his eyes. Deep down, however, everyone could tell he was worried about Snowdrop as much as them, only he didn't show it as openly. Voltaire and Silk lifted their heads from the ground and stared at Valka expectantly.

"She's got the Dragon Flu, guys." Hiccup explained. "The dragons won't be able to be near her for some time." As One-Eye assumed, Voltaire's features became anguished as he lowered his head regretfully.

"I guess it means we'll have to look after her." Weevil concluded. "I mean, Dragon Flu only affects dragons, right?"

Silk and Voltaire grew nervous when Valka approached them warily, with an outstretched hand. Silk immediately stepped back in fright, but Voltaire didn't.

"Ma'am, I don't think you should do that…" Glump whispered with bent back ears, nervously expecting Voltaire's reaction.

"I think I'll go and see Snowdrop for now…" Weevil stood up and tried to leave, but Muk grabbed him gently by the arm.

"She'll be fine for now, lad. Let her rest." The older Goblin spoke.

Voltaire would have usually growled and hissed at anyone who approached him without his permission, but this woman had a soothing air about her, just like Hiccup's. He started to tremble when Valka's hands came into contact with his face, but shortly his sixth sense told him Valka was no threat.

When Valka ran her hand down the burned half of Voltaire's face, the dragon flinched and tried to pull away, but she didn't let him. One-Eye and Nighthawk were watching anxiously. When Voltaire was completely certain Valka was trustworthy, his whole demeanor changed from insecurity to playfulness. Voltaire playfully snorted hot breath into Valka's hair, and the woman laughed in reply.

"For a Skrill, you're certainly a very peaceful individual."

Silk and Shack couldn't help it any longer, they approached the woman with wide pupils. Hiccup was about to go towards them, but Glump stopped him. "No. Look."

Valka wasn't caught by surprise at all by the two dragons. She lowered her arm to let Shack climb on it like a parrot, before running a hand down Silk's sewn wound gravely. Then she stared at his fake tail dripping behind him, the orange cloth all dirty and even with holes from all those years without proper care, it was also sewn into his rear.

"You poor thing…" he spoke softly, running her hand down Silk's neck. "What monster could do this to such a beautiful creature?"

"Gypsies." Hiccup replied, looking down sadly.

Nighthawk heard steps next to him, and noticed One-Eye was approaching Valka warily, with his lead low, his pupil wide, his body trembling. If they were so comfortable with her, maybe he had nothing to fear. As soon as Hiccup realized what One-Eye was doing, he immediately rushed towards his mother.

"Mom!" Hiccup stood in the way between Valka and One-Eye. "Be careful!"

Toothless's ears perked up. He approached Hiccup in case One-Eye attacked, but the Monstrous Nightmare just stared at him with a hurt expression. Then again, he couldn't blame him. He had nearly killed Hiccup, didn't he?

"Hiccup?" Valka saw the red Monstrous Nightmare with the handkerchief on one of his eyes, and Hiccup and Toothless shielding her from it. "What's wrong?"

"One-Eye is not like them, mom. I'm sorry to say this, but he is very aggressive to humans, I don't think you should interact with him just yet."

Astrid glanced at Muk for answers, and the Goblin let out a sigh. "Hiccup tried to pet One-Eye, but One-Eye still had foul memories of… that place, and he attacked."

Both Astrid and Valka gasped at that piece of news, but Valka walked past Hiccup, and approached One-Eye.

"Mom!" Hiccup reached out for her arm. "Wait! What if he hurts you?"

Valka smiled at her son and slid her arm off his grasp. "Don't worry, Hiccup. I'll be fine."

One-Eye stepped back when Valka approached him, his whole body trembling, his mind screaming for him to get away. Just like Hiccup, she had no sign of fear on herself, but was rather amazed about him. Nighthawk approached the Monstrous Nightmare in case he went feral again.

"Don't worry, boy." Valka's voice was smooth and calm. "I'm not going to hurt you. Everything will be okay."

One-Eye gulped. It was now or never. The rest of the dragons were staring with their hearts at their throats, alert, for any signs of aggression. Weevil couldn't help it anymore, and he found a hiding place behind Glump.

"Are you okay?" Glump inquired upon noticing, glancing behind to find Weevil trembling.

"That dragons gives me creeps…" Weevil simply replied, flinching when One-Eye stretched out his neck to get his nose close to Valka's hand.

"Don't worry." Glump assured him, placing a hand on his shoulder. "One-Eye is a good dragon."

"Mom!" Hiccup tried to stop Valka from approaching One-Eye any further, but Toothless stretched out his wing to stop him. He had a feeling Valka was in no danger.

One-Eye sniffed Valka's hand tentatively, his heart skipping a beat. Just when she was about to place her hand on his nose…

NO! Not this time! One-Eye made a great effort to keep the horrible memories in the corners of his mind, struggling not to go feral again. He stiffened, and his breathing accelerated. Valka realized he was making a great effort in containing his aggression.

"There, there, it's alright…." She placed her hand on One-Eye's snout, making him freeze in place. "You're not a bad boy… You're just misunderstood, that's all."

For a while, One-Eye was frozen in fear like a statue, recalling all the years of torture he went through, but as Valka's gentle, warm hands ran down his scales, his body started relaxing, his pupil dilated, and all his fear melted away like ice when exposed to a warm fire.

Hiccup could not believe it. His mother had done what he couldn't. She successfully touched One-Eye without sending him into a feral state, something he failed to do. He had so much to learn from her yet.

"Poor boy…" Valka gasped upon seeing the skin growing unto the dragon's prosthetic leg. They didn't let the wound heal and they rammed that thing into his ankle, it was pretty obvious that whoever did this to him had no experience in the medical field. One-Eye grew nervous when Valka approached his eyes, and was about to remove his eye patch when he pulled back. She understood, he was very sensitive about it.

"Hiccup." She called out for her son. "These dragons come from a carnival, don't they?"

Suddenly, the whole air went cold with dread. She had said the C-word. Astrid and Weevil were confused when Muk and Glump respectively pulled them away from Nighthawk as quickly as they could, all while staring at Nighthawk with dread. Similarly, One-Eye gently but quickly pushed Valka to the other side of the cavern.

"What's wrong?!" Astrid asked.

Toothless, Voltaire, Silk and Shack stepped back. Nighthawk had already entered the initial trance.

"Ma'am, you shouldn't have said that word in front of Nighthawk!" Glump cried out in dismay as he glanced at the Poisonous Whiptail. "He goes into an emotional rampage!"

Valka glanced at Nighthawk, and realized he was very still, his pupils gone into nearly-invisible slits, and the lime green of his eyes was changing into a deep blood red.

"Great, here we go all over again…" Shack whispered in Dragonese, trembling.

Astrid gasped when unearthly growls came from Nighthawk's throat, and he stalked around the cave, like a lion preying upon a sheep. Muk stood protectively in front of her when Nighthawk seemingly targeted her.

"You want her?!" Muk snapped with a snarl. "You'll have to kill me first!"

Glump quickly pushed Weevil aside when Nighthawk lunged. Muk similarly pushed Astrid aside just as Nighthawk attacked him, pinning him to the ground with his massive paw. Voltaire and Toothless lunged at Nighthawk and knocked him away from Muk, but the dragon didn't give up that easily.

Hiccup ran towards his mother, not minding being that close to One-Eye for the moment, and stood protectively in front of her.

Toothless dug his teeth into Nighthawk's leg, but the Poisonous Whiptail responded with a whack from his thick tail unto Toothless's face, sending the Night Fury against the wall.

"TOOTHLESS!" Hiccup ran towards his fallen friend, earning Nighthawk's attention, but Silk and Voltaire pulled him back roughly by the tail, his claws screeching against the stone. Valka gasped when Nighthawk dug his teeth on Voltaire's wing in retaliation and the Skrill let out a roar of pain.

Astrid couldn't just stand by and see as he hurt the other dragons. Picking up an average sized rock, she threw it at Nighthawk's head. Sure, it didn't hurt him, but it made him _very_ angry.

With Voltaire, Toothless and Silk incapacitated, and Shack being unable to do anything, Nighthawk targeted Astrid once more. Not even One-Eye dared to attack him, fearing to leave Valka defenseless.

"Stay away!" she snapped, but the dragon paid her no heed.

Toothless recovered momentarily and motioned Hiccup to glance towards Astrid. Hiccup realized what was happening.

"ASTRID!"

Muk's ears perked up when he heard Hiccup calling his beloved's name, and he quickly looked towards her. Nighthawk had unsheathed his claws and lifted his paw; Astrid was frozen in fear, unsure of what to do.

Nighthawk brought down his paw.

"NO!"

Astrid screamed when Muk pushed her aside in the last moment, and Nighthawk's claws slashed his side, her blood running cold when the Goblin let out an inhumane pain scream. Hiccup reacted and jumped unto Nighthawk's back to try and subdue him.

"Hiccup!" Valka called for her son in fright. "Don't do that!"

Nighthawk trashed around like a wild horse, trying to get Hiccup off his back like a demon. Astrid, Glump and Weevil had gone to Muk's side, the latter's side had the nasty, stinging fresh wounds dripping with dark red blood.

"Whoa! Calm down, boy!" Hiccup cried out, nearly losing his grip on Nighthawk's spines. Finally, Nighthawk flung Hiccup from his back, sending him against Toothless, the Night Fury caught his friend in time, before covering him with his wing and growling at Nighthawk when the Poisonous Whiptail approached menacingly.

Valka decided she had to do something. She had seen enough. One-Eye couldn't stop her as she ran from his protective frame, and was stood between Toothless and Nighthawk.

Nighthawk stopped in his tracts for a few seconds, his mouth and teeth dripping with white foam, his red eyes set on her. Then he kept advancing.

"Nighthawk…" It was his name, wasn't it? She had heard them call him like that. "Please, stop."

The Poisonous Whiptail kept growling. All he saw in that state were black shadows in a white background, unable to identify anything or anyone, just attacking anything that he thought were a threat. But her voice had drilled its way into his brain to some extent. Valka kneeled and approached the dragon slowly, careful not to trigger his survival instinct.

"You're not yourself, Nighthawk." She wasn't trembling, nor showing any uncertainty. "I know you suffered very much in that hell."

Nighthawk blinked, his thin pupils were twitching, widening and becoming thin in the blink of an eye. No one had ever gotten this reaction from him in that state. Valka was stretching out her hand towards his snout.

Hiccup, One-Eye, Shack and the others were watching with crossed fingers, and tons of anxiety. Nighthawk shook his head violently with a snarl, as if his feral and rational selves were battling with the other within his brain. His pupils became wide momentarily before turning into slits, and so on.

Valka was a few inches away from touching him. His vision was starting to clear up, and he could now see their face, her body, her eyes, although faintly still.

"You're not a bad dragon." She placed a hand upon his head, her voice soft and compassionate. "You're filled with love and loyalty, but fear has overcome your trust."

Nighthawk's eyes started changing from the blood red, slowly back to their original lime green color, his pupils starting to become wider. He could now see into Valka's green eyes. If the eyes were truly the windows of one's soul, then this woman had the kindest, most compassionate and loving soul he had ever known. He felt her hands run down his face, caressing his snout gently.

"Please, come back to us."

Everyone watched in astonishment as Nighthawk blinked a few more times, before his pupils became wide, the color of his eyes returned to normal, and he let out a soft purr, his whole body relaxing. The dragon regretfully curled up, resting his head on Valka's lap, whimpering like a hatchling.

"Mom…?" Hiccup could not believe it.

"There, there…." Valka ran her hands down Nighthawk's neck and head spines in comfort.

"A little help here…?" Muk winced when he tried to press his hand on his bleeding scratches.

"We should take you to Madame Gothi." Glump suggested.

Hiccup and Astrid glanced at one another in surprise before turning around to see them. "Madame Gothi?"

* * *

><p>Antoinette made sure her grandmother was in her dressing room, the last thing she wanted was her catching her doing this. She had seen Count Dagur hand around backstage, flirting with the other ballerinas. She couldn't help it, she wanted to talk to him a few seconds, at least.<p>

There he was. The charming, handsome Count, talking to the other dance girls, earning giggles from them. Antoinette rushed to speak to the Count, but she didn't see where she was going and lost her balance to one of the many pieces of rope meant for lifting the scenery. Antoinette was caught at the last moment by a tight hold of a hand. She looked up to her rescuer, hoping it had been Count Dagur, but instead she found herself looking up at Fishlegs.

"Are you okay, Antoinette?" Fishlegs inquired as he helped her up.

"Y-Yeah." The red-braided girl glanced back to where Count Dagur once stood with the dance girls, but found him gone. Probably to Heather's dressing room. Antoinette looked down in disappointment. "He's gone…"

"Is something wrong?" Fishlegs inquired.

"No, no. It's just…" Antoinette took a glance at herself on a nearby mirror, used for performing 'Sleeping Beauty'. "Count Dagur has never come to talk to me like he does to the other dance girls. I wonder if it's because of grandmother or because he doesn't think I'm beautiful."

Truth to be told, Antoinette had not the same body shape as most of the other dance girls. She was rather flat chested, her hair lacked the shine the other girls had, and her face was a but chubby in comparation to her frail body. Count Dagur was always fawning over the women he thought were beautiful.

"You _are_ beautiful…" Fishlegs retorted, blushing a bit when Antoinette gave him a questioning look. "I mean, you are a pretty girl. You're friendly, kind, you always help those who need it, that should be enough for anyone."

Antoinette couldn't help but bring her hands behind her back and smile lightly like a five year old. "You really think so?"

"Of course! If a man can't see past your outward appearance, then he doesn't deserve you! No matter how rich, powerful or…" Before Fishlegs could finish his sentence, Ruffnut and Tuffnut approached at high speed, panting heavily. Both looked scared out of their wits.

"Fishlegs…!" Ruffnut was the first to speak. "Where's Hiccup?! The Count is looking for him!"

"And he's not very happy!" Tuffnut added.

"We've looked for him in every corner o this Opera House, and we can't find him!"

"Isn't he in the stables with the dragons?" Antoinette inquired. "That's where he is most of the time."

"That was the first place we looked in!" Ruffnut retorted. "The Count was also there. He nearly beheaded us!"

"And no, he is not in the stables!" Tuffnut finished. "If we don't find him soon, the Count will really start beheading people."

Fishlegs gulped. "You're talking figuratively, aren't you?"

"What if he is…" Tuffnut looked around. "…With them?" Ruffnut quickly elbowed her brother's ribs. "OW! What did I say?!"

"Who are you talking about?" Antoinette inquired upon hearing the word 'them'. Did he have a secret life no one knew about?

"Well…" Fishlegs panicked. He was never good at keeping secrets, and less under pressure. His hands and face started to sweat like a pig, and he stuttered. "H-he may b-be with… I mean, he h-had an arrangement w-with…"

"His cousins!" Ruffnut brought up in the last moment. "Yeah! Hiccup may have gone with his cousins! They moved here from Grasse, and he offered to give them a tour around the city. "

Thankfully, Antoinette accepted the answer. But she was still curious about the Count. "Why would Count Dagur want to see Hiccup?" she thought for a moment. "Does it have to do with the incident with the White Fury yesterday?"

"It's probable. He may think Hiccup is hiding the White Fury somewhere." Tuffnut added. "But come on! Hiccup couldn't have kept it from everyone here! I say maybe Toothless was a girl all along, she had an offspring, and the baby just fell unto a bag of flour or something."

"Toothless is a _he_." Ruffnut rolled her eyes and crossed her arms. "Hiccup has told us a million times."

"He could be wrong."

"_You_ are always wrong."

"Look who's talking, Miss Know-it-All."

Fishlegs and Antoinette sped away from Ruffnut and Tuffnut, deciding to let them bicker for a while before Gobber came and splat them up. If there was something they had learned, it was to never get involved in a twin fight, or peek into other people's business.

* * *

><p>Nighthawk still had his head resting on Valka's lap, receiving her attention and letting out purrs everytime she ran her hand through his spines, she even found the spot he liked to be scratched on, making his spines vibrate and his antennae twitch. He didn't have the courage to face any of his friends after what happened, after what he did to Muk.<p>

They realized the Goblin would lose too much blood if they took him all the way up to Madame Gothi's dressing room, and so they opted to go look for Madame Gothi and bring her down. Glump and Weevil did the task rather quickly; in five minutes, they were back with the old woman in tow. She ordered the other goblins to move Muk to a separate cave, where she would treat to his wound as quickly as she could. Astrid flinched everytime she heard Muk's yells of pain. Voltaire, Silk, One-Eye and Shack were resting close to them, in case Valka needed anything.

Astrid wrapped her arms around Hiccup's frame when Muk let out another yell, gasping in fright, her heart accelerating its pulse. A blush flared on Hiccup's face, making Toothless snicker playfully. Valka noticed the exchange and Hiccup's reaction, and could tell Hiccup had feelings for her, though he wouldn't admit it. Not to Astrid herself, at least.

The blonde realized what she had done, and quickly withdrew her arms, her face almost as red as a tomato. "I'm sorry, Hiccup! I didn't mean to…!"

"Don't worry, Mademoiselle." Hiccup replied. "I must admit, Muk's screams are frightening to some extent.

"Hiccup, you don't have to call me Mademoiselle anymore." Astrid grinned a bit, calming down. "You may call me Astrid."

Toothless gave his rider a grin. One-Eye stared intently at them.

"Muk is not going to like this…" the Monstrous Nightmare whispered in dragonese.

"Shut up!" Voltaire scolded him, before turning to Nighthawk. "Nighthawk?"

The Poisonous didn't reply. He remained motionless, receiving Valka's affections. Hiccup couldn't help it, and spoke to his mother. "How did you do that, mom? With Nighthawk and One-Eye. When I tried touching them, I didn't have suck luck."

"Of all the dragons, they are seemingly the most traumatized psychologically, Hiccup." Valka explained, lifting up Nighthawk's head gently from her lap, scratching his chin and making the Poisonous Whiptail wag his tail like a puppy.

"Traumatized?" Astrid repeated. "Can dragons traumatize like people?"

"All living beings can, Astrid. Dragons are just like us. They have a mind, a heartbeat, emotions. Just because they do not talk like people, doesn't mean they're just mindless beasts."

"If only you knew…" Shack thought to himself with a snicker.

Valka stood up ran a hand down Nighthawk's back; however, as soon as she ran a hand over the scars, the dragon stiffened and whimpered. "See? He reacts like this because his previous owners beat him on perhaps an almost daily basis on this part of his body. It would take years to readapt him to human contact."

"How about One-Eye?" Hiccup inquired as he rose to his feet and helped Astrid to do so. One-Eye hid, or at least tried to, behind Valka when Hiccup approached him. "See? I think you're the first human that has been able to touch him without triggering his feral side."

"Like I told you, this Monstrous Nightmare is also very traumatized. They not only cut off his leg, the skin growing on the wooden talon they put him is a sign they didn't care for his wellbeing. On those places, the more gruesome, the better. And his eye… Have you seen it?"

Hiccup nodded, shivering upon remembering the gash and the fallen skin. "Yes."

"I doubt they even let it heal either. Can you imagine the agony, the pain?"

Astrid couldn't help but feel sorry for these dragons. For years she and her family thought dragons were nothing more but beasts. They didn't mistreat them, but they didn't appreciate them like this either. Hiccup and his family were changing her view on dragons. Hesitatingly, she approached the Skrill, Voltaire.

Voltaire's acute hearing caught the echo of footsteps, and he glanced around in time to see Astrid approach him with an outstretched hand. She was trembling like a leaf about to fall from a tree branch into the ground below. Astrid stepped back and withdrew her arm when Voltaire approached his snout to her hand.

Seeing this as a chance, Toothless pushed his rider from behind to go and help Astrid. Hiccup glanced back at the Night Fury in reproach, but Toothless pushed him gently once more. Valka had to take Toothless's side, placing a gentle hand on her son's shoulder.

"Go, Hiccup." She assured him.

Shivering internally, Hiccup approached Astrid as she failed again to let Voltaire touch the palm of her hand. When she was about to trip and fall backwards, Hiccup caught her at the last moment and helped her stand up. Hiccup swore he was trembling from anxiety, but he contained it. Taking Astrid's hand in his own gently, Hiccup held it out. Voltaire knew it was his cue.

"N-No, wait…!" Astrid started trembling when Voltaire's nose was too close to her palm and she felt his hot breath.

"It's okay…" Hiccup assured her. "He won't harm you."

"It's not that… It's just that…" Hiccup noticed Astrid was staring at Voltaire's scarred side of his face. She was repulsed by it to some extent.

"Don't worry about how he looks, just like a dragon will never judge a human for how he looks… Think of him like a normal Skrill. A friend, more to say."

Astrid was frozen in place when Voltaire closed his eyes and pressed his nose gently against the palm of her hand, his hot breath against her skin. However, she realized the Skrill was not aggressive. She had read this breed was one of the most aggressive dragons ever found, but this one was not like that. Deciding to test the waters, she scratched Voltaire's chin. Voltaire purred in delight and wagged his tail, making Astrid giggle.

Just then, Madame Gothi walked from the tunnels accompanied by Glump and Weevil. She had a serious expression. Nighthawk hoped it didn't mean bad news.

"How is he?" Astrid asked almost immediately.

"He'll be fine." Madame Gothi replied with a small smile. "He may be a bit old and grumpy, but he is strong. He'll overcome this. But I'm afraid he'll carry that wound for the rest of his life

"I've never seen him complain like that!" Glump chuckled a bit. "And I thought Shack was a crybaby."

The Terrible Terror hissed and turned his head away, offended.

"Can I see him?" Astrid asked. She had to thank him for saving her life.

"Sure." Madame Gothi grinned. "Just make sure he doesn't move much. If he does, pull his ear for me, would you?"

Hiccup gulped. "Well, Astrid, I guess you'll want to talk to him alone…" he took a hand to his head. "Not to mention I'm the last person he wants to see." The actual reason he didn't want to go this time, was because Muk wouldn't take kindly to see him with Astrid.

Giving Hiccup a thankful look, Astrid stepped into the dark tunnel that led to the caves. It wasn't that hard to find it, it was the first cave to the right, where the Goblins slept. The fire was burning brightly in the center, illuminating the whole place.

Muk's ears twitched when he heard footsteps coming from the outside, and his mood enlightened a bit when his blonde angel came into the cave with a worried look on her face. He tried to sit on his hammock, but his side stung harshly. Muk gritted his teeth as he clutched his bandaged side like it would ease the pain. Gothi had first disinfected the wound with alcohol, one of the least pleasant experiences he ever had, then she stitched them, and finally she bandaged his waist.

"Are you okay?" Astrid approached the hammock with wary steps. "Madame Gothi said you shouldn't move much."

"That's going to be a problem, I'm not the type that likes to be just sulking around all day." He tried to sit again, but his side stung again and he had to lie down. "Owowowow! Well, maybe I'll get used to it."

Astrid sat down on a small, wooden chair next to the hammock, staring at the goblin's bandaged waist. "I… wanted to thank you… You know, for saving me… If it hadn't been for you, Nighthawk would have wounded _me_."

"It's okay. He is not a bad dragon, he didn't mean to hurt me."

Astrid blinked at this. "You're not angry at him?"

Muk shook his head. "No. I know that he was not himself, Hiccup's mother mentioned the c-word in front of him. She didn't know she couldn't pronounce it in front of Nighthawk, so I can't blame her either."

"You can blame _me_." Astrid replied sadly, looking down. "If I hadn't been down here in the first place, you wouldn't have been hurt…"

"Nonono!" Muk sat down, this time ignoring the pain on his side. "You are not to blame here either! No one is, actually."

"I don't know how to thank you…" Astrid fixed her hair nervously.

"Seeing that you're safe and sound is enough for me, Mademoiselle." Muk gave her a small smile, despite his stinging side. "I would do anything for you."

None of the two said anything for a few minutes after that. Astrid as still thinking of a way to thank the Goblin. He said he was comfortable with just seeing her safe, but she thought it wasn't enough. Astrid thought of something. She was still nervous, but she the thought of him risking her life for her made up her mind.

Astrid gently kissed the goblin's cheek.

Muk froze in place, his ears raised and his whole face flared a blush when he felt Astrid's gentle lips come into contact with his cheek. His heart started beating like a drum. Astrid realized he needed to rest, and she stood up. Before leaving the cavern, she waved to the goblin one more time.

"See you later, Muk."

When she was out of sight, Muk took his hand to his cheek where Astrid had just kissed him. His heart was leaping with joy, and a big smile drew on his lips.

"See you later… Astrid."


	21. A Little Help

A Place to Call Home

Chapter 21- A Little Help

That night, as Hiccup and Valka returned home, the latter noticed something was troubling her son. He seemed conflicted, even Toothless took notice of this, but he wouldn't say anything. However, Valka knew her son, and she was certain it had something to do with the dragons she just met. When Toothless landed in the courtyard of their house, allowing his charges to get off his back, Valka placed a gentle hand on Hiccup's shoulder before he had a chance to go into the house and avoid the unavoidable question.

"Hiccup? Is something bothering you?"

Hiccup didn't really want to talk about it, he thought it was a silly thing, but when Valka asked someone that question, there was nothing to do. "I'm fine, mom, it's just…" Hiccup remembered how Valka had run her hand down the sewn scar on Silk's back, and the stump where his wing bone used to be. He could see the sorrow in Silk's eyes when she did so, as if he had been reminded that he would never be able to fly. "I feel horribly about Silk."

Toothless looked back from his way to the barn.

"Silk? He's the Changewing without his left wing, right?"

Hiccup nodded. "Yeah. He must be very sad, watching other dragons and birds fly while he can't. It must be horrible; I wish there was something we could do for him." His sadness turned to anger. "I can't believe those people could have done such a thing to him! I wish they were in front of me so I could give them a talk about animal cruelty! And Nighthawk! Because of them he has two wooden legs, and he is traumatized!"

Valka looked down. "What happened to them wasn't fair, Hiccup." She couldn't even imagine how those dragons felt like during their years or torture in the carnival. "I would never wish it upon any dragon, I can't even stand the thought that hundreds of dragons suffer like that at the hands of bad people. But I'm afraid that what is done is done." She looked at the direction of the Opera House. "All we can do for those poor creatures is offer them our support and show them that not all humans are alike."

Support… Support… The famous gears within Hiccup's brain started to turn as an idea came to him, his green eyes brightening.

"Mom, you're the best!"

Toothless watched in curiosity as Hiccup embraced his surprised mother, and dashed into the house. He knew that look in Hiccup's eyes, he had seen it various times throughout his life. Hiccup was a smart lad, surely he had something planned for Silk.

As soon as Hiccup was inside the house, he sped up to his room. It was perfect for one person to sleep in, it had the basic furniture such as a bed and night tables, but it also had a desk, and two bookshelves where he kept various tomes of books, of various topics. He grabbed a thick encyclopedia of all dragon breeds, one about prosthesis for missing limbs and another about dragon anatomy.

Sketching was a favorite pastime of Hiccup's; he liked sketching dragons, plants, animals, and even landscapes, but this sketch would be something more. Opening the dragon encyclopedia and the dragon anatomy books, he flipped through the pages until he found the dragon he was looking for.

The Changewing.

Hiccup examined the picture in the books, but overall the Changewing's wings and wing bone structure, sketching it in a clean sheet, and then he read the pages of prosthetics, also scribbling notes on the sheet. When he was done with the sketch of the prosthetic wing, he took it and ran out of his room, towards his father's blacksmithing forge, located in the backyard.

Stoic was a blacksmith, like his father, and his father's father. It was this job that mainly put the bread on the table, since Valka was very charitable and she didn't put any charges on people she knew had very low recourses, but he didn't protest. Stoic often made horseshoes, nails, or fixed whatever metal-made things people from the neighborhood brought to him. He taught Hiccup and Snotlout the basics of blacksmithing, hoping one of them would follow in his footsteps; Hiccup seemed to be most likely.

After carefully looking over the sketch, Hiccup put on a blacksmith's apron and got the fire going. After working the bellows and waiting for the coals to heat up, he gathered all the metal items that couldn't be repaired. As soon as the coals were hot enough Hiccup put one of the banged decorative swords into the coals to soften. Once the metal was soft enough, Hiccup hammered it into shape until it resembled the bone of a dragon's wing, but he would have to join it up with another so it was the proper size.

Hiccup dunked the metal into the cooling barrel, causing a large cloud of steam to shoot out. One it was cool enough, he weight the metal 'bone' in his hands expertly making sure it wasn't too heavy, otherwise Silk wouldn't be able to even lift his stump of a wing. He repeated the process with the other iron rods making each 'bone' of similar length.

Once all the metal bones were made, Hiccup wrenched off screws on old tables and forged them into components that would connect the metal bones. It took a lot of space and nearly all night. The last step: he secured a large flap of feather over the metal frames. It resembled Silk's missing wing, and was accurately of the same length and thickness.

Hiccup felt a shadow behind him, but calmed down when he recognized his dragon's shadow under the moonlight. Toothless had woken up when he heard a hammer clanging in the forge, and the fire burning. Initially he assumed it was Stoic, until he noticed the force of the clang was not that resounding, so he guessed it was Hiccup. And he was right. Toothless curiously sniffed the fake wing, his ears perked up, his pupils wide. Did Hiccup mean to do what he thought he meant to do?

"What do you think, bud?" Hiccup let out a sigh of exhaustion, patting Toothless's head softly. "Hopefully, it will be enough for Silk to fly again."

Toothless froze at those words. He didn't react as Hiccup let out a yawn, carefully took the wing, half-folded it into his arms careful not to break any of the 'bones', and walked into the house.

"What was all that about?"

Toothless jumped at Thornado's voice behind him. Both he and Cloudjumper watched Hiccup go into the house with curious eyes, then gave Toothless questioning looks.

"What?" Toothless inquired.

"What was that thing he carried?" Cloudjumper inquired. "I swore it looked like a dragon's wing, but Hiccup would never cut a wing from a dragon. That, and the fact that the air smells with burnt coals…"

"In other words, did he make that thing?" Thornado inquired, before Cloudjumper started rambling again.

"I suppose so." Toothless still remembered that large, prosthetic wing clearly. Did Hiccup feel so terribly about Silk and the others?

"Hey, Toothless, why would he need a fake wing?" Cloudjumper continued. "It must be for a dragon, but who? Stormfly, and Hookfang and the others are in good health."

"The shape of the wing resembled that of a Changewing's." Thornado added. "None of them are Changewings, either. Does Hiccup keep a wingless dragon in secret?"

Toothless didn't say anything for a while. Should he tell them? Hookfang, Meatlug, Barf and Belch already knew, so maybe it wouldn't hurt if he told Thornado and Cloudjumper.

"It's a long story."

* * *

><p>Next day, the Opera House was once more boiling in movement, preparing to perform Marguerite. Fishlegs had been charged with repainting the scenery, while Tuffnut and Antoinette were rehearsing and Ruffnut had to mend Heather's dresses, so for the moment he was alone. Hiccup and Snotlout were yet to arrive, but surely they had more important things to do than come and chat with him. Astrid herself decided to lend Ruffnut a hand; as much as she disliked Heather, Ruffnut was not to blame for the diva's rotten behavior.<p>

"So, the White Fury got the Dragon Flu?" Ruffnut inquired. "Never heard about it before. Maybe I should spend less time throwing pebbles at my brother and more… what was it called again?"

"What?" Astrid raised an eyebrow.

"You know, watch the words written in sheets of paper all sewn together."

"You mean reading a book?"

"Yeah, that."

Astrid rolled her eyes, but smiled nonetheless. She should have spent more time with Ruffnut before; sure, she wasn't that bright on certain topics, but she was a loyal and funny friend to be around with. In fact, it seemed she had misjudged Hiccup's circle of friends (except for Snotlout).

"Does this Dragon Flu thing have a cure?" Ruffnut asked.

"According to Hiccup's mom, if the guys take good care of Snowdrop, she will recover. But I can't still help worrying about her." Astrid rubbed her arms uncertain, remembering the ulcers in Snowdrop's mouth and the pus in her eyes.

"Don't worry, if there's someone who can help that cute little thing, that's Hiccup." Ruffnut reassured her friend as she finished the last touches on Heather's Marguerite dress.

"Yeah, I could see that." Astrid sighed. She wasn't able to contain a small smile when she thought of the stable worker; to think she used to think of him as a freak that'd prefer the company of dragons over people. "He doesn't have many friends, does he? I mean, before all of this mess with the dragons from the carnival, he didn't seem to talk much with anyone. He was always in the stables with the dragons, or with Fishlegs and Snotlout."

"Oh, yeah." Ruffnut shrugged, carefully ironing the Marguerite dress. "Those three have history together. As far as I know, Snotlout's dad crossed over to America and Snotlout stayed with Hiccup's family. Fishlegs comes from a family of farmers, but the three of them have always been together, that's what Fishlegs told me."

"Do you know Fishlegs like the others?" Astrid asked, fidgeting with the lined-up dresses.

"Actually, we met a few months ago, before Tuffnut and I came to work here. It was Fishlegs who told us the Opera House was looking for more workers, actually. Then I met Hiccup and… Snotlout."

Astrid noticed that Ruffnut blushed and a goofy smile appeared on her face when she mentioned Snotlout's name. Immediately, she realized what that meant.

"You have a crush on Snotlout?"

Ruffnut's smile instantly vanished and she panicked, leaving the iron on top of the Marguerite dress. "W-What? Don't say those things! How could I ever have a crush on a knuckle head like him?!"

Astrid caught a burnt scent in the air, and glanced at Heather's dress under the hot iron.

"Ruffnut…"

"No, no, no, don't say it! Please, I'm too good for him!"

"Ruffnut, the dress…!"

"Besides, it's not like he notices how lovely I am, anyway! He's always fawning over-"

"RUFFNUT!" Astrid yelled. "THE DRESS IS ON FIRE!"

Ruffnut looked down and she nearly had a heart attack when she realize smoke was coming out from beneath the iron. She quickly lifted it from the dress, and much to her horror there was a huge burnt on the fabric, shaped like the iron. She was in big trouble. If there was one thing Heather didn't like, it was someone ruining any of her dresses.

"Nononono!" Ruffnut's hands trembled as she lifted the dress, staring with wide eyes at the burnt. "Heather's going to have my head!"

"D-Don't worry, we can fix this!" Astrid quickly looked around for anything they could use to cover the burnt, or some dye to try and erase it. But it wouldn't be easy. Burnt marks on clothing could rarely be removed, and time was a luxury they did not have.

"M-Maybe we can replace it!" Ruffnut stuttered, desperately looking around for any similar dresses.

Fishlegs took notice of what was happening, and temporally abandoned his task of repainting the scenery to lend a hand to the ladies. "I think I can help."

Astrid and Ruffnut turned their heads around to look at him incredulously. "You know how to fix dresses?" Astrid inquired curiously.

"More or less." Fishlegs replied, blushing a bit. "See, my mom is a seamstress, and I've seen how she fixes the dresses people take to her, so I know more or less what to do when a cloth is burned with the iron-"

"Yeah, yeah, yeah, then help me with this before Heather find out and puts my head on a pike!"

"Do you have any fabric of the same color as the dress?"

Astrid scanned the room for a dark green, patterned fabric; there was a small leftover piece resting on one of the seamstresses' tables. "Here it is!"

"Now I need white thread and a decorative lining."

* * *

><p>Shack let out a yawn and stretched himself like a cat, awakening from a good nap. The only ones in the cave were Voltaire , One-Eye and Silk. Nighthawk was probably sulking in his cave, still too guilty to face his friends. The Skrill was comically pacing around the cave, muttering about poor Snowdrop and wondering if Glump and Weevil would be able to make her feel comfortable.<p>

"Stop pacing around, you're going to make a pit." Shack stated.

"How can you be so calm when Snowdrop is in danger of death?!" Voltaire snapped back.

"Don't exaggerate, Hiccup's mother said she would be fine if we took good care of her. It will be okay."

"That's the problem, we can't take care of her! Muk is incapacitated because of his wounds, it means Glump and Weevil will have to look after her!"

"Exactly. Then what's the problem?" One-eye inquired.

"She needs me! And yet I can't do nothing about it!"

"Well, if you don't stop complaining the feeling's going to get worse." Silk sighed, shaking his head.

"How can you three be so insensitive!" Voltaire snapped. "My poor Snowdrop…"

Shack heard someone coming down the tunnel, but the dragons already knew it was probably Hiccup. "Guys, I bet you three fish that Hiccup and Toothless are coming down." The Terrible Terror snickered in Dragonese, and with that the others spoke in their birth language as well.

"You know what I think about gambling." Silk retorted, laying his head on the ground.

"I'm not on the mood for your games, Shack!" Voltaire snapped.

"I'd like to, Shack, but I don't have three fish." One-Eye finished.

Just as Shack predicted, Hiccup stepped into the light of the cavern, followed by Toothless. The young man was carrying a big basket that stunk of fish; this, of course, was enough to call the dragons' attention.

"Guys, I brought you something tasty to eat." Hiccup placed the basket on the ground, and let its contest spill on the ground. "I hope you're hungry."

Almost immediately, the four dragons rushed forward for the fish. Sardines, cod, salmon, perch, and other types of fish they couldn't identify. Shack dove in for the sardines, until he noticed Hiccup taking something big from Toothless's back.

Hiccup carefully and silently made his way to Silk's left side, where the stump of his wing was, knowing he had little time before the dragons finished eating.

Toothless watched amusingly as One-Eye tried to steal Voltaire's cods, and Silk only targeted the salmon, while Shack was devouring the sardines. "Guys, you should leave a bit for Nighthawk." He said in dragonese.

"Tell that to One-Eye." Voltaire motioned towards the Monstrous Nightmare, who grunted and swallowed a mouthful of perch. Voltaire seemed to notice that Hiccup was doing something. "Hey, Toothless, what's Hiccup doing?"

"It's a surprise he made for Silk."

"Surprise?" One-Eye inquired curiously. "What kind of surprise?"

"One I think he's going to like."

Silk, meanwhile, was so withdrawn into eating that he didn't notice Hiccup unfolding the prosthetic wing. Hiccup carefully removed the blood-stained bandage around it, exposing the reddened skin of the stub. Then he proceeded to fasten the prosthetic wing on the stump, not too tight so it wouldn't irritate the Changewing's scales, but tightly enough so that it wouldn't fall off in mid flight. Then he fastened the other strap on the other side of the wing's leather base, fastening quickly around Silk's waist, just behind the skin of his other wing.

Silk stopped eating when he felt something tied around his belly and on the stump of his wing. He bent his neck around to see what was going on, and realized Hiccup had put something on him. Immediately, Silk hissed and violently started jumping around the cave, flapping the stump to try and get that thing off his body.

"Nonono!" Hiccup tried to stop him, but the Changewing jumped away from him.

"Silk, he's just trying to help you!" Toothless cried out.

Voltaire realized what was Hiccup's intention. "Silk, wait! That's-!"

Just then, the wing unfolded and extended out completely. Silk stopped in his thrashing, and stared dumbfounded at the fake wing that was identical to his natural wing. He flapped the wing, and then folded it upon his back. It was like his wing was never cut off at all.

Hiccup smiled and patted Silk on the neck. "Do you like it?"

Silk was frozen, just staring at this new wing, flapping it to see if it worked. "M-My… wing…" he whispered, which in Hiccup's ears was nothing more than a purr.

"Silk?" One-Eye saw the glint of hope in the Changewing's eyes. "I know you must be surprised, but don't try to-"

He was too late. Even Hiccup jumped back when Silk tried to take off, flapping both wings in desperation, but he only managed to stay on the air for a few seconds before falling to the ground with a loud thud.

"Silk!" Hiccup tried to go help him, but the dragon tried to fly once more, only to have the same results. "Silk, wait a second!"

Before Silk could take off once more, One-Eye and Toothless stopped him by pinning him down to the ground, but Silk was very stubborn and he kept struggling.

"GET OFF ME!" he roared, thrashing wildly.

"Silk, listen to us!" One-Eye snapped. "This is not the place for you to try and fly!"

"I'VE NEVER FLOWN IN MY ENTIRE LIFE, AND YOU MEAN TO TAKE THIS CHANCE AWAY FROM ME?!"

"It's not about that, Silk!" Voltaire approached the thrashing Changewing. "If you keep doing that in here, you are risking breaking that wing! You need an open space to try it! Besides, you'll awaken Snowdrop!"

After a while, Silk finally stopped his thrashing, and his whole body relaxed. Hiccup took this chance to approach the prosthetic wing and examine it. It was of the same size as Silk's natural wing, and it had the same shape, but it couldn't keep him in the air at all.

"Maybe it needs some adjustments…" he tapped his chin, and extended out the wing. "I need to find a way to keep the leather sticked to your body, maybe that's the problem."

As Hiccup started taking mental measurements of the wing, One-Eye stared at him, then at the fake wing, then at his leg. Toothless took notice of this.

"Is something wrong, One-Eye?" Toothless purred.

"If Hiccup could make a prosthetic wing for Silk…" One-Eye whispered, his eyes glued on his wooden leg. "Do you think he could do something for my talon?"

"Maybe. But he'd had to remove that prosthesis and replace it with another one, and that's going to be a problem, considering there's skin growing on that prosthesis."

Voltaire stared at One-Eye's wooden leg sadly, knowing he was right. Even if they managed to somehow replace One-Eye's wooden talon, he wouldn't be able to do much with a new prosthesis, since it would only make it look less gruesome.

But who was he to crush One-Eye's hopes?


End file.
